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Dytt of he Liig Coad) 


. It is an ordinary dusk, of normal quiet and shadow. The grey sky 


contains a soft glow from the recent sun, so that trees and long blades of 
grass bach to shimmer in the gathering night. There is the rasp of crickets, 
and the rustle of leaves in an occaSional whispering breeze. 

Transitions are easy and gradual, with relaxed studies of earth, grass 
and leafy branches on a high mounded hill. Revelation of cemetery markers 
does nothing to disrupt the peacefullness of our established mood; when 
awareness comes, it is almost as though we have known where we were all along. 
We are in a typical rural cemetery, conceivably seede to a small church... 
although the presence of a church is felt rather than confirmed. The stones 
range from small identifying slates to monuments of careful design...an 
occasional Franciscan Crucifix, or a carved image of a defending angel. 

Over a hundred years of death indicated in stones syllabic with their year 
and the status of the families they represent, : 

Over the other night sounds is added the gravel-rumble of a slow- 
moving car. A wider shot RS P the car and the mounded cemetery, as the 
car pulls into the gate and moves down one of the cemetery roads. The tas 
. passes in EGEN foreground and moves away from the camera. In the breeze 
of its passing, the dead leaves that clutter the little road swirl and move. 
- Beyond the distant trees, the last receding grey of dusk is surrendering to 
the black. The car continues. | 

When the car stops, we feel the absence of its sounds... replaced by 
the crickets and the subtle wind. Even as the car is still rocking slightly 
from its stopping action, we cut to a shot through the driver window at the 
occupants of the car. 


The driver is a young man in his mid-twenties, and his passenger is 


a young woman, his sister. The man is in shirt sleeves with a loosened tie. 














= 


His suit-coat is on the clothing hook over the back seat. The girl is wearing 





a simple but attractive summer suit, with the jacket renioved and folded on 


her lap. She is fussing with her purse, while theman shuts off engine, lights, . 


and leans back to yawn and stretch his legs. The girl closes a potato chip 


bag, brushes crumbs, fluffs her hair... typical feminine gestures after a 


long ride. 


BARBARA : 


BARBARA : 


JOHN: 


BARBARA: 


JOHN: 


BARBARA : 


JOHN: 





The man stretches again. 


€ 


THEY OUGHT TO MAKE THE DAY THE TIME CHANGES THE FIRST DAY OF 


SUMMER. THEN TWO GOOD THINGS WOULD HAPPEN ALL AT ONCE. 


Å little laugh from the man as he straightens his tie. 


I LOVE THE LONG DAYS AND THE EXTRA SUN. 
Å LOT OF GOOD THE EXTRA DAYLIGHT DOES ME. I LOST AN HOUR! S 
SLEEP. AND IT'S DARK ALREADY, AND WE STILL HAVE A THREE- 
HOUR DRIVE, AND WE WON'T GET BACK TILL AFTER MIDNIGHT. 


Barbara 'reaches down to put her shoes on: 

IF IT REALLY DRAGGED YOU THAT MUCH, YOU WOULDN'T DO IT. 
ARE YOU KIDDING? I CERTAINLY DON'T WANT TO BLOW SUNDAY 
ON THIS SCENE. WE'RE GONNA EITHER HAVE TO:MOVE MOTHER 
TO PARKVILLE OR MOVE THE GRAVE TO PITTSBURGH. 


OH, YOU'RE JUST BEING SILLY. MOTHER CAN'T MAKE A DRIVE LIKE 
THIS. 

Juke reaches to the back seat and produces a flowered, cross- 
shaped grave ornament. In the center of the cross, in gold 
script on a red field, is written "We Still Remember." 

LOOK, TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS... !WE STILL REMEMBER! ... I DON!T, 
vev KNOW IT ... I DONT REMEMBER WHAT THE GUY LOOKS LIKE. 


JOHNNY... IT TAKES YOU FIVE MINUTES. 


- THREE HOURS -- NO, SIX HOURS...SIX HOURS AND FIVE MINUTES. 




















JOHN: 


BARBARA: 


VOICE: 


JOHN: 


VOICE: 
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Barbara continues to primp and straighten tek outfit: John 
hands her the grave ornament and leans forward to struggle 
into his suit jacket. 

MOTHER WANTS TO REMEMBER. SO WE HAVE TO DRIVE FOUR-HUNDRED 
MILES TO PLANT A CROSS ON A GRAVE. AS IF HE'S STARING UP 
THROUGH THE GROUND TO CHECK OUT THE DECORATIONS...(He points 
at the cross inscription)...WE HAVE TO REMEMBER... AND SHE 
STAYS AT HOME. 

JOHNNY, WE'RE HERE... ALL RIGHT? 

She opens her door and turns to step out. John takes the 
keys from the ignition and drops them into his pocket. He 
reaches for his door handle ... "...WE ON ... ARE WE ON?..." 
a metallic radio voice. John starts and looks down at the 
car radio. The voice hesitates. Ticker-tapes and typewriters 
are dim in the background. The voice sounds just slightly 
excited, 

e«eER ... LADIES AND GENTLEMEN ... WHAT?... 

John, still staring at the radio, laughs slightly: 

HEY...HEY, BARB, YOU KNOW THE RADIO'S BEEN ON ALL THIS TIME... 
(Tighter Shot of Radio) | 
LADIES AND GENTLEMEN... PLEASE FORGIVE... WHAT... HEY, YOU GOT 
A SIGNAL, GHARLIE? ... 

IT MUST HAVE BEEN THE STATION 

«+-DO NOT BE AL.... 

John clicks the radio off. He gets out of the car and walks 
around the front of it, trotting to catch up with his sister. 
It is obvious that she didn?t hear him. He catches up 


to her and starts to repeat his discovery about the radio. 


























JOHN: 


BARBARA : 


JOHN: 


JOHN: 
BARBARA: 
JOHN: 


BARBARA: 


JOHN: 


BARBARA: 
JOHN: 
BARBARA; 


JOHN: 


BARBARA: 


HEY, THE RADIO IS OKAY, IT's JUST... 


Barbara is more interested in finding the row containing their 
father's grave. 

YOU REMEMBER WHICH ROW ITIS IN? 

(Momentarily forgetting the radio) HUH? OH, IT'S OVER HERE, 

I THINK... 

They start in his suggested direction. 

DID YOU HEAR THE RADIO? 

(Looking ahead, trying to spot the grave) HMMM? 

THE RADIO'S FIXED, MUST VE BEEN THE STATION, NOT THE RADIO. 
(Still searching intently, she tosses this line away) GOOD... 
YOU WON'T BE AS BITCHY DRIVING HOME. 

Their jibes at each other are not really in anger, but are 
typical of brother-sister annoyance. They walk through the 
row of grave stones in the growing darkness, | 
(Making conversation, with no more significance than å comment 
about the weather) NOBODY AROUND. 

WELL, IT IS LATE. IF Y0U!D GET UP A LITTLE EARLIER... 

I ALREADY LOST AN HOUR'S SLEEP ON THE TIME CHANGE, 

OH, SOMETIMES I THINK YOU COMPLAIN JUST TO HEAR YOURSELF TALK. 
AN HOUR EARLIER AND IT'D STILL BE LIGHT. (He squints into 

the dusk) IT'S HARD ENOUGH TO FIND IN THE LIGHT. 

THERE IT IS. (She points) 

They move toward a grave with a standard rectangular stone. 

It is an unkept Gaver ken outline cropped and overgrown with 


grass and wilted flowers, 
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John takes the flowered cross and, stepping close to the 





heedsbone: badé its wire-prong base into the earth, as he 
rambles on: l 

JOHN: WONDER WHAT HAPPENED TO THE ONE FROM LAST YEAR. EVERY YEAR, 
TWENTY-FIVE BUCKS FOR ONE OF THESE THINGS, AND THE ONE FROM 
LAST YEAR IS GONE... 
We hear Barbara's E The camera stays on John as he builds 
up some dirt around the base of the ornament. 

BARBARA: THE FLOWERS DIE...AND THE CARETAKER OR SOMEBODY TAKES THEM AWAY... 

JOHN: (Standing, brushing himself off) YEAH, A LITTLE SPIT AND POLISH 
AND THEY CAN SELL THEM AGAIN. I WONDER HOW MANY TIMES WE!VE | 
BOUGHT THE SAME... 
He doesn't finish; in standing he sees his sister with a pair 


2 


of rosary beads and he stops talking. 





She is praying silently, looking down at the ground. John 
Straightens his tie and buttons his jacket. He steps behind 
his sister, puts his hands in his pockets, and rocks nervously 
on one foot. She continues to pray. John looks around the 
cemetery, 
The stones are soft and ude seem very pale. There are 
a few moving shadows. The sounds of the night seem louder: but 
this is only because they have stopped talking. The situation 
does not seem ominous. John is merely bored. In the distance, 
a huddled figure is walking among the graves, 

JOHN: (Glancing at his watch) C'MON, BARB, CHURCH WAS THIS MORNING... 
The girl continues her prayers. John lights a cigarette, aly 


exhales the first puff of make and locks: around again. 

















JOHN: 


BARBARA : 


JOHN: 


JOHN: 


JOHN: 
BARBARA : 
JOHN: 
BARBARA : 
JOHN: 
BARBARA: 


JOHN: 


‘BARBARA: 


JOHN: 






me 


The huddled figure still moves slowly among Ene arisen: John 
turns to his sister and is about to say something but sees her 
making the sign of the cross and dropping her beads in her 
purse. She turns from the grave and they both start to walk 
slowly away. 

(Slightly uncomfortable about urging her to leave) WELL... I MEAN.. 
PRAYIN!S FOR CHURCH. 

I HAVEN!T SEEN YOU IN CHURCH LATELY. 

WELL, GRANDPA TOLD ME I WAS DAMNED TO HELL... (He says this 
lightly, looking ahead to a large tree. He smiles.) YOU 
REMEMBER? RIGHT HERE...I JUMPED OUT AT YOU FROM BEHIND THAT 
TREE...GRANDPA GOT ALL EXCITED... "YOU VAN BE DEMD TOAYELL ! ... 
Barbara smiles. 

RIGHT HERE, I JUMPED OUT FROM BEHIND THAT TREE AT YOU. 

Barbara expresses annoyance. 

YOU USED TO BE SO SCARED HERE. 

JOHNEEE !. (With forced irritation) 

(Laughing, playfully) YOU'RE STILL AFRAID... 

STOP IT.. I MEAN IT... 

(Mockingly) ...THEY!RE GONNA GET YOU, BARBARA... 

STOP IT... YOU'RE IGNORANT... 

THEY'RE COMING FOR YOU, BARBARA...THEY!RE GONNA GET YOU... 

(He leers at her, as though he is about to pounce). 

(Becoming a little nervous) JOHNNY, STOP... 

(Mockingly ominous) THEY RE COMING OUT OF THEIR GRAVES... 
AFTER YOU...THEY!RE COMING...TO GET YOU... 


With this, John throws up his arms and his voice rises. 



































BARBARA : 


BARBARA; 


JOHN: 


BARBARA: 


JOHN: 


JOHN: 


BARBARA: 


The figure moving among the graves Stops, and stands Fog 
moment. Barbara glances toward the Figur and momenterily 

her anxiety turns to embarrassment. 

JOHN, STOP BEING A CHILD! 

The. shadowy Figure Starts to move a little faster, through 

a row of graves which intersects perpendicularly with the path 
along which Barbara and John are walking. 

(As we cut back to her) YOU!RE ACTING LIKE AN IDIOT. 

John speaks in a low tone now, glancing at the figure as they 
draw closer in their penpendicular paths. John's remarks 

now are directed to Barbara, as though he didn't want the old 
man to hear... 

HERE COMES ONE OF THEM NOW... 

(Walking faster) HE'LL HEAR YOU... 

COMING TO GET YOU... 

Barbara purses her lips in anger...the couple is now only 

a few yards from intersecting their path with the old figure... 
(In a mocked-panic whisper) I'M GETTIN! OUTA HERE... 

He bolts and runs up the path. 

JOHN... 

Embarrassed, she cuts herself short and continues to walk, more 
rapidly now, Up the path, beyond the intersection of the man!s 
row, John stops, laughing, and turns to look back at his sister. 
She is near the place where the paths meet, and so is the old man. 


We cut close to her. She is looking down in embarrassed silence, 


aware of her proximity with the old man. She feigns poise, and 


as she. makes the intersection HOOKS up. nervously. to deliver a 


socially necessary smile to the ‘old mourner... 

















JOHN: 


BARBARA: 
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The old man lunges at the girl, his hand grabs at her hair. 


A frightened gasp chokes her. She is coughing. The man grips 


her arm and slashes at her clothing. She flails about choking, 


trying to yell... 

(Horrified) HEY... GOD... 

The man is all over Barbara, unable to hold her in her violent 
flailing. His A tear her jacket and scratch her face. 
He seems to be trying to bite her arm. John leaps at the man, 
The three fall to the greker Mikel kicking, and beating with 
her puree: John gets a firm hold on the man and Barbara is able 
to wrench free. The man is thrashing wildly at all pest of 
John's body. They struggle to their feet, the figure thrashes, 
beats, tears like an animal...John clutches at him and they fall 
ina heap. In the darkness, their form is as one thrashing 
thing. 

Barbara screams wildly. The two men make animal sounds. One 
figure gains the advantage and slams his fists down against 

the other's head. 

Barbara is panic-stricken. Her screams turn to frenzied gasps 
as she finds a tree limb and snatches it up. But when she 
looks up, she sees that one has vanquished the other. She 
stops in her tracks. Night sounds. A close shot makes it 
clear that John is lying limply on the ground with the other 
man hunched over his form. The man is doing something with the 
limp body, still ripping at it...perhaps groping for MONEY eee 
Barbara cannot tell... 


JOHNNEEE... 
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The old man freezes and looks up. The girl raises her 
club and rushes toward him. He jumps into a half-standing 
position, like an animal hunched to spring... 

Barbara stops in her tracks, The man is breathing heavily. 

She starts to back away. The man holds very still. She 

backs further... faster... total fear. The man starts to move 
sfo cat-like... he steps over the body. 

Barbara drops the club and breaks into a dead run down the path. 
She screams. The man Moves after her, but he is considerably 
Slower than she, with seeming difficulty in moving. He appears 
almost crippled. | 

In a flailing run, Barbara reaches the car, sobbing. She yanks 
open the door. . She can hear the man drawing nearer. She scrambles 
into the front seat and slams the door shut... 

No Key. 

The man draws nearer, seeming to move faster, more desperate to 
reach the girl. Barbara sobs... she clenches the steering wheel. 
The driver's window is open; she struggles to roll it Upao. 

then pushes the lock button. The man is upon the car. Barbara 
dives across the seat to slam down the passenger-side lock button. 
The man rips at the door handles and pounds violently at the car. 
The girl starts screaming again. The man... pounding ... clawing... 
_he grabs a stone from the road... the passenger iudow: Bhat ras 
into thousands of little lg Ånother pound sends the stone 
through the window, and hands grab through the opening to peel 
away the flaked glass in sections. Barbara!s screams become 


more violent. 
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She summons enough presence of mind BET for the emergency 
brake. The man pounds and flails at the window. The car, 

at the top of a long grade, slowly starts to drift. The man 
struggles to hold it... to rip out the glass... his arm breaks 
through, his sleeve is ripped and tattered... the hand grabs 

at the inside of the door... the car moving faster... the man 
struggles to cling... he is forced to trot after the car... 
faster... he losses his footing... grabs at the fender, the 
bumper... he falls into the road... the car gains momentum, 

The man regains his footing and starts after the car. It is 
moving faster. Barbara is frozen in the driverts seat, clenching 
the wheel. The road ahead is black... the speed is frightening... 
she pulls the light switch... the headlights dance beams of light 
among the trees. The beams reveal the grade in the road, which is 
narrowing to one car width; and, about two hundred feet ahead, 

the downhill grade ends and an uphill grade begins. In desperation, 
the girl looks out the rear window. Against the sky, in the light 
from the cemetery gate, the man is still coming after her. In 
panic, she looks about. She is still in the cemetery proper, 

Rows of graves on both sides of the road. No lights. from houses, 
no signs of life. The car slows... its momentum carries it some 
distance up tiwaperadas Barbara glances backward... the man is 
moving faster toward her... she is terrified... the car reaches 

a full stop. There is increased panic in her face... as she 
forgets herself and the car begins to drift backward... toward 

the man, as he draws nearer. The car picks iid momentum, carrying . 


her toward her pursuer. 
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She grabs at the emergency brake md yanks it tight, the 

lurch of the car throwing her against the seat. She struggles 
with the door handle; the button pops up... the man draws 
nearer... she breaks from the car. The man keeps coming, 
desperately trying to move faster... Barbara runs, off the 
roadway and onto the turf of the cemetery. She falls... 

kicks her shoes off... gets up and keeps running. The man 

is still after her. 

She reaches a low stone wall which marks the end of the 
cemetery. She struggles over it and looks ahead for a moment 

to get her bearings. Across a main highway is a darkened gasoline 
station, and beyond it an old house. She pantsheavily, glancing 
up and down the highway... but there is no sign of traffic. The 
man is nearing the low cemetery wall. She breaks into a run 
across the highway. | 

The gasoline station shows no signs of life. It is old and 
decrepit. One light is out over the pumps. The psukå and 
surroundings are nearly lost in shadow. Some fifty yards away, 
there is the old house. She runs toward it. 

She presses against the side of the house, in a darkened corner, 
trying to look up into the window. Across the highway, she sees 
her pursuer struggle over the little wall, and in his clumsiness 
fall grovelling on the ground. 

In panic, she runs to the rear of the house and into the shadows 
of a small back porch. Her first impulse is to cry out for help, 
but she silences herself in favor of trying to stay hidden. She 


gasps, trying to hold her breath. Silence... night sounds... 
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and the sounds of the man's running footsteps slowing to a trot... 
“then a walk... the footsteps stop. 

Barbara quickly gipaces about: There is a rear window. She peers 
through it, but inside everything is dark. The pursuing footsteps 
take up again. She presses back against the door of the house, and 
her hand falls on the doorknob. She looks down at it, grabs it 

with a turn, and the door opens. 

She guvere quickly, as quietly as possible, and closes the door 
softly behind her, bolting it and feeling in the darkness for a key. 
Her hand finds a skeleton key, and she turns it, making a small 

rasp and click. She leans against the door, listening, and can 
still hear the distant footfalls. 

Barbara finds that she is in the kitchen of the old house. She 
gropes through a door and into a large living-room...no sign of life. 
Her impulse is to cry for help, but again she stops herself for fear 
of being heardby the man outside. She darts back to the kitchen, 
rummages through drawers in a kitchen cabinet, and finds the silver- 
ware. She chooses a large steak knife and, grasping it tightly,. 
goes to listen at the door again. All is quiet. She goes back 

into the living-room, Beyond it is an alcove that contains the 
front entrance to the house. She rushes to the front door and makes 
sure it is locked. Cautiously, she pushes back a corner of the 
curtain to see outside. The view overlooks an expansive lawn, 

large shadowy pine trees, and the service station across the road. 
There is no sign of the attacker. 

Suddenly, there is noise from outside: the pounding and rattling 


of a door. Barbara drops the curtain edge and stiffens. More 
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sounds. She hurries to a side window. Across the lawn, the man 
is pounding at the door to the PIN She watches, her eyes 
wide with fear.. The man struggles with the door, then looks 
about and picks up something and smashes at it. In panic, Bar- 


bara pulls away from the window. 


Across the room is a telephone, She rushes to it and picks up 


. the receiver...dial tone...she franticatly dfals the operator... 


some buzzes and clicks...then...I!M SORRY. ..OUR LINES ARE BUSY... 
WOULD YOU HOLD THE LINE PLEASE...I!M SORRY... OUR LINES ARE..." 
She quickly depresses the receiver buttons...lets them up and 
dials again...long pause...she can hear sounds from the gas 
station... "I'M SORRY...OUR LINES..." 

She depresses the buttons again...dials 411 for information... 
another long pause...then the rasp of a busy signal. The noises 
from the service station have stopped. She listenes for a 
moment... She shudders with fear...notices a telephone directory 
in a stand near the phone. Frantically, her fingers search the 
pages for the emergency numbers...the police. She dials shakily, 
but before she has dialed the last numbers the raspiness of the 
busy signal comes over the receiver. She depresses the buttons 
again...footsteps... 

She puts the phone down and rushes to another window. A figure 
is exesathg the lawn, coming toward the house. It is a different 
figure, a different man. She runs to the door and peers out ` | 
through the curtains again. The man still walks toward the house. 


Å shadow darkens a strip of window at the left of the door. Its 


abruptness startles her. 
































-14- 


She peels back a corner of the curtain and sees the back of the 
first attacker not ten feet away, facing the man who is approach- 
ing. The attacker moves toward the new man. Barbara freezes 
against the door, and glances down at her knife...she looks back 
out at the two men. 

They join each other under the dark, haasta trees, and stand, 
looking back toward the cemetery. From inside the house, Barbara 
ante: trying to see. Finally, the attacker moves back across 
the road, in the direction of the cemetery. The other fan 
approaches the kake: seeks the shadows of a tree, and stops... 
in an attitude of stolid EP 

Barbara stares, but can see little. She lunges toward the phone 
again...dials the operator...the same recorded message. She 
barely stops herself from slamming down the receiver. ; 
Then suddenly a distant sound...an approaching car. She scampers 
to the window and looks out. The road seems empty. But after 

a moment a faint light appears, bouncing and rapidly approaching.. 
a car coming up the road. Barbara reaches for the doorknob, 

edges the door open very slightly...the light spills dimly over 
the area.. There, under the great tree in the lawn, is the silou- 
ette of the second man. Barbara shudders...she is afraid å make 
her break for the approaching car. The figure ARTT to be 
sitting, quite still, its head and shoulders slumped over... 

it seems to be looking right at the house. The car speeds by... 
Barbara just stares at the igur She cannot run. She closes 
the door and backs into the shadows of che house. 


She turns to see all around her. The large dreary rooms are very. 


























VOICE: 










quiet, cast in shadow...she spies a stairway...runs toward it 


still carrying the knife and starts up the stairs. The camera 


is level with her eye, and picks up her view of the stairs as 
she runs up...panting and frantic she climbs, her hand grazing 
the bannister...still ze her eye level, the camera starts to pick 
up the top of the Stairway...the floor of the second landing...a 
brief glimpse of something on the floor there...she continues 

to climb...the floor of the landing...zoom in...toward camera, 
the hand of...a corpse. 

Barbara stops...the corpse is almost skeletal with its flesh 
ripped from it, and it lies at the end of a trail of blood. 
Screaming in absolute horror, Barbara almost falls down the 
aeniea åte is gaggings..she breaks for the door, unlocks it, 
and flings herself out into the night, completely unminarui o£ 
consequences... | 

She is bathed in light...two headlights are screaching toward 
camera...the sounds of a vehicle stopping. Barbara covers her 
face with her arms. Someone rushes toward her... 


"ARE YOU ONE OF 1EM?" 


She stares, frozen. 


Å man stands in front of her. He is large and crude, in coveralls 
and tattered work shirt. He looks very strong, and perhaps a 
little stupid. Behind him is an old, battered pick-up truck, 
which he fae driven right up onto the lawn of the house. He 
holds a large jack-handle in his hand, and stands there panting: 
Behind him, the man at the tree still stands. 


Barbara is still frozen... 























- VOICE: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 
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The man shouts again: "ARE YOU ONE OF !EM? I SEEN 'EM TO LOOK 


LIKE YOU..." 


` The man at the tree moves forward...Barbara screams and steps 


back...the truckdriver spins to face the other man. The other 
man stops in his tracks. The truckdriver backs protectively 
toward the girl, while the other stands, fuse watching. Finally, 
the truckdriver siezes Barbara's wrist and pulls her into the 
house, slamming the door behind them. 

Barbara falls back against a wall. The truckdriver looks the 
door and throws the bolt. He is breathing hard. He turns to 
look at the girl. She brings the knife up in a defensive ges- 
ture... 

(soothingly, in a drawl, almost as he would address a scared 
rabbit): “AAW RIGHT...!TS AWRIGHT NOW..." 

She stares widely at him. 

He immediately concerns himself with his surroundings. He moves 
into the next room to check the windows. He tries a lamp, it 
lights, he turns it off. 

Barbara weakly lowers the knife and falls to a sitting position 
in a chair. She watches the man intently...he calls to her from 
the other room... 

"DON'T YOU MIND THE CREEP OUTSIDE...I CAN HANDLE HIM...THERE!S 
PROBLY GONNA BE LOTS MORE OF !EM...SOON!S THEY FIN! OUT ABOUT 
US...AHM OUTA GAS...THEM PUMPS OVER THERE IS LOCKED...IS THERE 


FOOD HERE?...AH GET US SOME GRUB...THEN WE BEAT 1EM OFF AN! 


SKEDADDLE..." 


She just stares at him, 


























TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


BARBARA: 


` BARBARA: 
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"AH GUESS YOU PUTTZED wiIH THE PHONE..." ( He grabs it...dials... 
listens...slams it back down, He looks at Barbara. She is 
shivering. 

"IT AIN'T NO GOOD NOWAY. MIGHT!S WELL HAVE TWO TINCANS AND A 
STRING...YOU LIVE HERE? 

She remains silent, looking toward the top of the stairs. The 
man follows her stare and starts toward the stairs...halfway 

up he sees the corpse and stops... 

UOH. ..BEJESUS...1 (He stares for a moment, then slowly packs 
down the stairs.) 

At the bottom of the stairs, he just looks at the girl shivering 
with shock in her chair. Then he forces himself back into action. 
"WE GOTTA BUST OUTTA HERE...GIT TO WHERE THERE'S SOME FOLKS... 
SOMEBODY WITH GUNS OR SOMETHIN..." (He quickly moves toward 

the kitchen. 

"AH'LL TRY TO SCARE UP SOME GRUB." 

He enters the kitchen and starts to rummage. He flings open the 


refrigerator and the cupboards. . Finding a stack of large paper 


grocery bags, he opens one and starts to fill it with things 


from the refrigerator. He hurls the stuff into the bag. He is 


interrupted by Barbara's voice... 
(weakly) "WHAT!S HAPPENING?" 


The man looks up at her... 


(repeating): WHAT'S HAPPENING?" (She shakes her head in fright 


and bewilderment.) 


The truckdriver looks at her. She stands like a frightened 


child in the kitchen doorway. He is amazed at her question. 























TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


BARBARA: 
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A shattering crash ole chai: The han drops the groceries 
and siezes his jacks bandie; He runs to the front door and looks 
out through the curtained window. Another shattering sound. 

The first attacker has joined the second man at the old pick-up 
truck, and with great sticks the two are smashing out the head- 
lights. 

"TWO OF !BM,"! 

Once the lights are battered out, the two men outside start to 
beat at the body of the truck. The truckdriver spins and lunges 
toward the girl. 

"HOW MANY OF 'EM...HOW MANY..." 

She backs further away...the truckdriver lunges again, this time 
in desperation to make her understand... 

"HOW MANY...COME ON, NOW...AH KNOW YOU'RE SCARED. . . BUT AH CAN 
HANDLE THEM TWO BOHOPPERS...NOW HOW MANY MORE IS OUT THERE... 
THAT TRUCKtS OUR ONLY CHANCE TO GIT OUTTA HERE...HOW MANY... 

HOW MANY..." 

He grabs her shoulders and she struggles against him, thrashing. 
hysterical... | | 

I DON'T KNOW. ..I DON'T KNOW. ..WHAT!S. HAPPENING?...I DON'T KNOW 
WHAT!S HAPPENING..." 

She breaks into hysterical sobbings. 


The truckdriver spins away from her and breaks for the door. 


He looks out the window for a moment. The attackers still beat 


at the truck, wildly trying to tear it apart. The truckdriver 


 flings open.the door and leaps off of the porch. The two men 


look up... for the first time we see the faces of the attackers... 


























They are dead things...the flesh on their faces is rotting and 


oozing...their eyes bulge from deep sockets...their hair is long, 
and their clothing rotten and in tatters. They are ghoulish 


beings, staring up at the truckdriver... 


He starts for them slowly, with building vengeance. He moves 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


_ Steadily at first...with controlled power...he speaks as he 


advances...wielding his jack-handle... 
COME 'N GIT IT...COME ON 'N GIT SOME Of THIS JACK HANDLE..." 

. He concentrates on his attack...moving stolidly toward the two 
creatures...he breaks almost into a run. But the two, rather 
than backing off, move toward the man...as though drawn by some 

‘Gages ‘The man pounds into them, swinging and thrashing with 

"arms and jack-handle. They are buffeted by his blows...they 
seem weak compared to him...but his powerful blows don't really 
stop them...it is like beating a rug...he flings them back and 
they advance again. It is a violent, brutal struggle. But the 
big man finally beats the two into the ground, and for a great 
while sone ties to pound at their limp forms. He breaks intu 
almost a sobbing with each of his blows. He beats at them and 
beats at them as the girl watches in shock from the porch...he 
thrashes and beats until she starts to scream again. Her screams 
pierce the night. The man stops. Breathing heavily, he stands, 
enveloped in the quiet of the night. | 

The girl stands in the doorway. The truckdrivár turns to face 
her. - He is out of breath. — | 
Suddenly, a noise behing the girl. She spins...and walking 


other of the hideous creature: . 
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the truckdriver leaps toward the thing... 

"LOCK THAT DOOR!" | 

Barbara slams the door and locks it, ER against it, as 
another equally brutal struggle ensues in the living-room. The 
big man again beats the attacker down...but note appears at 
the kitchen door. The truckdriver leaps toward it, and with 
powerful jack-handle blows drives it out beyond the door so that 
he can fall against it, shutting it. He bolts it and stands 
leaning against the frame trying to breath... 

Long silence...the truckdriver just stares down at the floor... 
"THEY KNOW WE'RE IN HERE, NOW...THERE AIN!T NO USE DISPUTIN! 
THAT." 

Outside the house, the fourth ghoul stands Staring at the back 
Hest Another slowly walks up behing it...and another. At the 
front of the house, three more send near the bodies of the first 
two. 

Pull off and follow focus from the front yard of the house, 
through the curtains at the front åg, to the face of the girl 
as she spins to face the camera. Her face twitches in fright, 
and her eyes are wide with a non-blinking stare. As she spins, 
her eyes fall om the floor, where the déad humanoid lied. The 
thing is asker on its back, its eight arm extended toward the 


girl with fingers twisted as though to grab. 


. (Cut to MCU. Camera is trucking in slowly.) 


‘There is a slight movement in the thing's hand. It twitches... 


the whole body twitches slightly...the bent, broken neck has the 


being!s head twisted upward, in an open-mouthed glassy stare... 





























TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 






-21- 


Barbara steps toward the thing. The fear in ker face bente che 
beginnings of a sick frown. The hand Gitches again. The girl 
moves closer, drawn toward it, staring down at it with Sveis 
powering curiosity. 

The thing is something dead, with the beginnings of decay on 
its face and neck. Barbara moves closer. The thing still twit- 
ches... 

She is staring right down into the thing!s eyes...her hands 
come up to her mouth...the urge to be ill, to scream, to run 
must all be fought...the glassy stare from bulging Se 
back up at her... 

(Camera shoots back and forth at her face and the staring eyes 
of the dead thing...zoom in on the thing...it seems as though 
the body is going to stand again...its face holds Se much life. 
as it did when it walked...) 

Suddenly, with a rustling sound, the thing moves... 


(Cut back.) The big truckdriver has a hold on the thing's legs 


and is dragging it across the floor. 


"SHUT YOUR EYES, GIRL...I!M GITTIN! THIS DEAD BEHOPPER OUTTA HERE... 


He is sweating. His face shows anger and anguish as he drags 


the body across the floor. Barbara just stands, her hands still 


at her mouth, watching. The sounds of the man’s breathing, and 


his struggle, fill the room. With the body, he reaches the bac’ 
door and lets the legs fall... 


"YOU... FILTHY..." 


(He cuts himself short. Cut-in for close-up.) The stark light 


on the big man's face makes him shine in his sweat. His eyes 
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are alert, and afraid. He turns quickly to see through the small 





window panes in the door. 


Outside, lurking in shadow from the huge trees, the three beings 





watch and wait, their arms dangling and eyes bulging, as they 
bed at the truckdriver!s activities. With a swift move, the 
big man unbolts the door, flings it open, and bends toward the 
inert thing at his feet. The ghoulish things begin to move to- 
ward him. With one great heave, the dead form is flopped out- 
side the door. It lies across the threshold. The things ad- 
vance silently... 


TRUCKDRIVER: FILTHY... 


Another great effort shoves the body almost clear. From inside 
the house, the big man's efforts cannot be clearly seen by the 


girl, because the door-frame is blocking her view. She moves 





into the kitchen. The truckdriver flops the body down onto the 
edge of the porch. The three figures are close upon him, are 
starting to reach out. The big man shudders. He fumbles into the 
breast pocket of his work shirt. The things advance. He produces 
a pack of matches, Manages to strike one...and touches the burn- 
ing tip to the clothing of the dead thing, and with almost a 

_ Popping sound the clothing catches fire... 
The things in the yard stop in their tracks...the fire blazes - 
slowly. Shaking, the truckdriver touches the match to other 
aspects of the thing's clothing. His fingers burn, and he snaps 
them, throwing the match into the heaped form. He is breathing 


hard. Standing, he kicks the burning thing off the edge of the 





porch...watches it roll down three small steps onto the grass, 
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where it lies still, the flames licking around it. The three 
beings step back slightly...the big man clings to the bannister 
around the little porch...his fists clench and his face is Hin 
in the glow of the flames. His voice quivers... 

"AHILLGIT YOU...AHIM GONNA GIT YOU...ALL OF YOU..." (his voice: 
grows stronger in his violence) "ALL OF YOU..." 

He stands defiantly on the little porch, the flaming corpse 
separating from the things that wait. He spins suddenly...the 
girl stands inside the kitchen door. His face is a fury of sweat 
and diverit anger. His eyes meet the girl's...she steps slow- 
ly back into the room. The big man, in great strides, PE 
the kitchen and slams the door, bolting it again. His breathing, 
still loud, is even more rapid than before. His eyes dart quick- 


ly about the room in search of something. 


He rushes to the cabinets and throws them open, begins rummaging 


through them: standard Kitchen utensils and supplies. He does 
not speak, just frantically ransacks the room... 

"SEE IF YOU CAN FIND THE LIGHT SWITCH." i 

Barbara falls back against a wall, and her hand gropes to a 
switch. The light from an overhead fixture comes on, providing 
dim illumination. The big man continues to clatter about 
frantically. The light coming on makes the fart blink. - She ve- 


mains against the wall, her hand still touching the switch. It 


is as though she dare not move. She watches silently. 


The man flings open drawers and spills contents onto the shelf- 


- ing and onto the floor. His hands fall to the silverware drawer, 


still open from when Barbara first discovered it. He pulls it 
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out until it stops itself with a crash. fetore FProugR it, 
pulls out a large knife and, sucking his breath in, stuffs it 
under his belt. Then he reaches into the drawer again and pro- 
duces another knife. Taking Barbara by surprise, he strides 
toward Heg: He shoves the knife at her, handle first, but she 
falls back slightly. Her action stays his franticness... 
breathing heavily through his words, he speaks to her... 

Ne. NOW...YOU HANG ON...TO THIS..." 
She hesitates, but she takes the knife. She seems weak, almost 
apathetic, as though she is losing control of herself. She 
Stares at the weapon in her hand, then her eyes come up to meet 
the man's intense face. 
"ALL RIGHT." 
He pulls away from her and continues to rummage, but he speaks 
periodically now, between great breaths, and between the brief 
times when his interest is wrapped in something he finds in his 
rummagings. His search is not without control; it has a coordi- 
nated purpose; it is selective, although frantic and desperate. 
He looks for nails and strips of wood or planks that he might 
nail around doors and windows. His actions are hurried, and 
intent after these defensive ends; at first, his search has his 
full attention. Gradually, as he moves about, and begins to 
come ata several key items that he needs, his efforts pace 
down into ee deliberate flow...he starts putting up boards 
and tables against the vulnerable parts of the old house. 


The mood relaxes in intensity, becomes calmer, more analytical... 





ø 


the barricading instills a feeling of greater security. And the 
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edge of some security begins to overtake the girl, bringing 
her out of her shock and passivity. The scene procedes as 
follows: é i 

«»sthe girl looks at her knife, recedes against the wall. The 
noise of the search is ever-present. The man ter occasionally, 
and spills his findings about the room. At first, as new cabinets 
and drawers fail to turn up what he is looking for, he grows im- 
patient and more violent...spools of thread, buttons, maincure 
implements, shoe-shine materials... 

Another drawer...immediately, as the drawer is flung open with 

a clatter, the big man sees ak he needs...he almost leaps into 
the drawer... 

"TELL ME...YOU AIN'T THE SWEETEST THING..." 

His big hand comes out of the drawer with an old pipe-tobacco 

tin, and in one gesture he spills its contents onto a shelf... 
nails and screws and washers and tacks spill out onto the wooden 
shelf. A few roll too far and clatter onto the floor. His fin- 
gers scoop them up. He fumbles through the little pile of things 
and selects the longest nails in the batch, and stuffs them into 
the breast pocket of his work-shirt. Even as he stuffs the nails 
into his pocket, he is already moving, his eyes seeking for his 
next need... 


"SEE IF THERE'S ANY WOOD AROUND THE FIREPLACE OUT THERE!" 


His hands explore the shelfing surface. The girl does not 


respond immediately. His impetus carries him toward another 
shelf, but in turning he notices the girl, still motionless. 


"LOOK... YOU. ©." (angry at first, he stops himself, then speaks 
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still frantically, but with less harshness) 
tt... YOU'RE SCARED. ..AHIM SCARED. ..AHIM SCARED, TOO... JIST LIKE 
YOU...NOW...' (he composes himself even more) "WE AIN!T GONNA 
BE WORTH A PLUGGED NICKLE IF WE DON'T DO SOMETHIN". ..AH'M GONNA 
BOARD UP THESE DOORS AND WINDOWS...BUT YOU GOTTA PITCH IN. ..WE 
GOTTA HELP OURSELVES, 'CAUSE THERE AIN'T NOBODY AROUND TO HELP 
US... IN WE'RE GONNA BE ALL RIGHT...OK?...NOW...AH WANT YOU TO 
SCAMPER OUT THERE !N SEE IF THERE'S ANY WOOD IN THAT FIREPLACE..." 
He stops, still breathing hard. The girl just looks at him. 
She starts to move, very slowly, away from the wall. 
TRUCKDRIVER: "OK?" 
The girl is still for a long moment; then nods her head weakly. 
TRUCKDR IVER: "OK" 

The girl leaves the room and he continues his search. She moves 
quickly into the living room area. The darkness stops her for 
an instant, slowing her pace. From the kitchen, come the clatter- 
ing sounds of the man's search. She looks ahead. The white cur- 
tains on the windows seem to glow, and every shadow seems suspect. 
shudders. 
(Shot of the foreboding room. Closer shot on her face.) 
On a table is a bowl of large, rounded flowers...a breeze causes 
them to stir -- in sync with a sound from the kitchen. The 
effect startles the girl; she dives for a table lamp, clicks it 
on, and dull {A lumdinaticn fills the room. The room is empty. 

— She starts slowly toward the fireplace. Near it, is a stack of 
logwood, and a few planks that might be large enough to nail- 


across the windows. Still clutching her knife, she bends over 
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the pile and gathers up the planking. She stands with her awk- ` 
wage. load and the foreboding room faces her again, stopping her. 
She bolts and hurries toward the kitchen. 

‘Bursting through the door, she finds the big man pounding with 

i his jack-handle at the hinges on a tall broom-closet door. One 
final swipe and a great yank frees the wooden door, and the man 
stands it against the wall next to the broom-closet. In the 
recesses of the closet, the man spots other useful items and 
pulls them out...an ironing board, three center boards from a 
dining table, and some old scrap lumber. 

He motions for Barbara to follow, as he grabs the closet door 
and moves to the back door of the house, which he had previously 
bolted against the beings outside. He slaps the closet door up 
against the paned portion of the kitchen door and finds that 
with this same piece he can cover the kitchen window. He leans 
against the piece of wood and groped in his pocket for nails. 
The door starts to slip slightly; it does not completely cover 
the adjoining window, but it leaves slots of glass at top and 
bottom; however, it does cover the glass part of the entrance 
door. It slips, and he nudges it back into position, as he 
continues to grope for nails. Barbara drops her burden and moves 
swiftly, helping the man by holding an end of the barrier in 
position. The ETG accepts her help automatically, with- 
out recognition, and gives the barricade a cursory inspection 

as he determines where to sink the nails; pulling Several nails 
from his pocket, he places them and drives den in with his 


jack-handle. He drives two on his side through the door and 
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moulding until they grab, then moves to her side and drives two 
more. When four are in, he whacks at them with the :Jack-handle 
until they are completely sunken, then begins to add more. 

Now he starts to talk. The first decisive steps are taken. 

Quite a lot of relief comes ith tt: Most of the house is still 
vulnerable, but the measures taken instill confidence. While he 
talks, though, he keeps working rapidly, his pace a s intense as 
ever... 

"THERE, BY GOD...THIS OUGHTTA HAMP THEIR CRIMPER...THEY AIN'T 


THAT STRONG. .. THERE..." 


Two more nails, in position, driven to the moulding. He.tests 
the barricading wood with two good yanks. It holds. 

"THEY AINT COMIN! THROUGH THAT." 

He drives the last two nails in all the sash 

"GOTTA FIGURE OUT HOW MUCH NAILS WE GOT." 

He sees the parts of the window that remain uncovered, 

"AHILL LEAVE THAT FOR NOW. WE!LL FIX THE REST." 

He turns quickly from the barracade and looks around the room. 
No other doors or windows except the door that leads to the 
living-room. 

"WELL... THIS PLACE IS FAIRLY SECURE..." 

He examines planks and table extensions. 

"NOW ...IF WE HAVE TO..." 

The girl just stands and watches him. 

"IF WE HAVE TO...WE JUST RUN IN HERE. ..AND NO DRAGGIN NOW, OR 


FUSSIN! WITH YOUR MAKE-UP, OR I LEAVE YOU OUT THERE. WE RUN IN 


HERE AND BOARD UP THIS DOOR." 
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The door between the kitchen and living-room has been open all 


the time. The big man closes it; tests it; it shuts tight. He 


` opens it again. He quickly chooses several of the lumber strips 


and stands them against the door frame. He gropes in his pocket 
and notices that his supply of nails is dwindling. He heile 
the pile spikled from the can; he empties the can completely 
and fingers the contents for all of the longest nails, and 
tosses just these back into the can. He hands the can to the 
PE 

"YOU TAKE THESE." 

This time she reacts quickly and takes the little tobacco tin 
from his big hand. As she does so, the man gathers as much of 
the lumber as he can into his arms and starts out of the room. 
pak follows. They are in the living-room. 

IT A N!T GONNA BE TOO LONG, THEY BE TRYIN! TO HAMMER THEIR - 
WAY IN HERE. THEY'RE AFRAID NOW. 

He drops his load of wood in the middle of the floor and 
walks over to the largest front windows, talking as he moves. 
His speech is rapid. 

THEY'RE SCAIRT OF FIRE TOO, I FOUND THAT OUT... 

His dye medesgat she size of the big windows. He looks all 
around the room. Finally, his eyes fix on the large dining 
table, and he moves quickly toward it, talking as he moves, 
resuming his train of thought... 

THERE MUST'VE BEEN FIFTY... A HUNDRED OF 'EM DOWN IN CAMBRIA 


WHEN THE NEWS BROKE... 
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Barbara watches, almost transfixed. At his mention of the 


number of the things, her eyes reflect amazement, and 
frightened curiosity. The man reaches the table, walks 


around it studying its size, then hoists one end and turns 


it onto its Side. Bracing it against himself, he heaves on 


one of the legs and tries to break it free, With a great 
ripping sound, the table leg is torn off, and the man drops 

it onto the rug. He continues talking, punctuating his 

remarks with vengence on the table as he rips all the legs off. 
I SEEN THIS BIG GASOLINE TRUCK, YOU KNOW. ..DOWN BEEKMAN! 5... 
BEEKMAN!S DINER... AND I HAD HEARD THE RADIO...I GOT Å RADIO 
IN MY TRUCK... 

He wrenches at the second table leg... it cracks loudly but 
does not come free, He moves to where his jack-handle lies 

on the floor, | 
«--THIS GAS'LINE TRUCK COME SCREAMIN! OUTA THE DINER LOT ONTO 
THE ROAD... MUST BE TEN... FIFTEEN OF THEM THINGS CHASIN! IT... 
AND IT LOOKS FUNNY TO ME, BUT I DON?T SEE THE THINGS RUNNIN! 
BEHIND IT RIGHT AWAY... 

He picks up the jack-handle and hammers at the table leg. 

The second powerful swat frees the leg. He moves on to the 
third, 

I JUST SEE THIS BIG TRUCK... AND IT LOOKS FUNNY, YOU KNOW, HOW 


SLOW TRUCKS'LL START... AND IT'S PULLIN! OUT ONTO THE. ROAD... 


AND WEAVIN!... THEN I SEE THEM THINGS... AND THE TRUCK!S MOVIN! 


SO SLOW, THEY'RE CATCHIN! UP... AND GRABBIN!... JUMPIN! ON... 


Another table leg falls loose to the rug. 
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TRUCKDRIVER: AND THAT TRUCK JUST CUT RIGHT 'CROSS THE ROAD... THROUGH THE 





GUARD RAIL, YOU KNOW. I'M STARTIN TO THROW ON MY BRAKES, AND 
THE TRUCK SMASHES INTO THIS BIG SIGN AND INTO THE PUMPS IN THE 


. ESSO STATION DOWN THERE... I HEAR THIS CRASH... AND THAT BIG 





THING STARTS BURNIN!... AND IT'S STILL MOVIN!... RIGHT THROUGH 
THE PUMP STAND AND ON INTO THE STATION... AND I!M STOPPED, 
STOCK STILL... AND I SEE THEM THINGS... AND THEY ALL STARTIN! 
TO BACK OFF... SOME OF EM RUNNIN!... OR AT LEAST IT LOOKS 
LIKE THEY'RE RUNNIN!, BUT THEY MOVE KINDA LIKE THEY'RE CRIPPLED... 
BUT THEY KEEP BACKIN OFF... AND IT!S LIKE... IT'S LIKE THEY 
GOTTA GET AWAY FROM THE FIRE... AND THE GUY DRIVIN! THE TRUCK 
CAN'T GET OUT NOHOW... HE GOT THE CAB OF THE TRUCK PLOWED 
HALFWAY INTO THE WALL OF THE STATION... THAT THING*S FRYIN' 
HIM IN THERE AND HE'S SCREAMIN!... SCREAMIN! LIKE HELL... 
Barbara's eyes deepen and her face wrinkles in anxiety. “The 
continuing nightmare grows more and more complex. The man 
swats the last leg from the table, and the table-top starts to 
drop. He regains control of it and struggles, trying to move 
it into the next room. Barbara automatically moves to his 
assistance and they walk together, each burdened by the heavy 
‘table. | 
TRUCKDRIVER: I DON'T KNOW WHAT'S GONNA HAPPEN, YOU KNOW? I MEAN... I DON'T 
KNOW WHAT THE WHOLE PLACE GONNA EXPLODE... OR FLY TO PIECES... 
OR WHAT'S GONNA HAPPEN... I START DRIVIN! FOR THE GAS STATION... 
AND... AND THE CAT IN THE TRUCK IS SCREAMIN! AND SCREAMIN!... 


AND AFTER A WHILE HE JUST STOPS... 
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The man sets down his end of the table, and wipes beads of 

sweat Eroni his forehead. His breathing is still heavy from his 
previous exertions He wipes his hand on his shirt. His eyes 
are wide and angry... it almost seems as though he might weep. 
«+e AND THERE'S THEM THINGS STANDIN' BACK... TCROSS THE ROAD... 
STANDIN? LOOKIN! LIKE... LOOKIN! LIKE... LIKE THEY JUST COME 
BACK FROM THE GRAVE OR SOMETHIN!... AND THEY'RE OVER BY THE DINER... 
AND THERE'S CARS AND BUSES IN THE DINER LOT, AND LOTS OF WINDOWS 
IS SMASHED. AND IT!S FOR SURE THEM THINGS DONE THE PEOPLE IN 
THE DINER IN... AND MORE IS OUTSIDE, ALL OVER THE PLACE, JUST 
BIDIN' THEIR TIME FOR A CHANCE TO MOVE IN. SO I START MY TRUCK 
UP, AND I BARREL IT RIGHT AT SOME OF THEM THINGS... IIM STEAMIN! 
DOWN RIGHT ON 'EM... (His face grows more intense with the memory) 
AND I GET A GOOD LOOK AT ‘EM... I SEE THEM FOR THE FIRST TIME 

IN MY LIGHTS... AND THEN... I JUST RUN RIGHT DOWN ON 1EM... I 
JUST GRIND DOWN DOWN HARD AS I CAN... AND I KNOCK A COUPLE OF 
"EM ABOUT FIFTY FEET, FLAILIN' INTO THE AIR... AND I JUST WANT 
TO SMASH THEM... CRUSH THEM FILTHY THINGS. AND THEY'RE JUST 
STANDIN! THERE. THEY AIN'T RUNNIN'. THEY AIN!T EVEN TRYIN? 

TO GET OUTA THE ROAD. SOME OF EM IS EVEN REACHIN! OUT, AS IF 
THEY CAN GRAB ME. BUT THEY'RE JUST STANDIN! THERE, AND THE 


TRUCK IS RUNNIN! THEM DOWN... LIKE THEY WAS BUGS OR SOMETHING!... 


THEY... 


Barbara is wide-eyed, staring in disgust, her hands still clutched 


to the table-top. She says nothing. The man sees her fear 


.and stops himself. 


soel eee DM... 
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He refocuses his attention on the table-top, and starts to 


lift it again. Barbara is practically motionless. Ås he tugs 


the table, hec hands fall away and she slowly pulls them against 
herself. He grags the table away from her, and she walks 
numbly behind, having forgotten to assist. She just watches 
the man's face. 

eee I'M JUST... I GOT KIDS, YOU KNOW... AND... I GUESS THEY'LL 
DO ALL RIGHT... THEY CAN TAKE CARE OF THEMSELVES... BUT THEY!RE 
STILL ONLY KIDS... AND I'M BEIN! AWAY AND ALL... AND... 
Perspiring heavily, he tugs the twists at the table-top, trying 
to fit it through the doorframe and into the living-room. 

I'M JUST GONNA DO WHAT I CAN... AND I'M GONNA GET BACK... AND 
I! GONNA SEE MY PEOPLE... AND THINGS IS GONNA BE ALL RIGHT.. 
AND... I'M GONNA GET BACK... 

He has started to almost babble... he sees the girl intently 
watching him, and he stops. He composes himself with some effort, 
and starts to speak a little more slowly. His voice is almost 
a monotone, with enforced calm, but ke does, beneath his anger, 
seem as confident as could be expected of anyone under .the 


circumstances. 


NOW. YOU AND ME 77 GONNA BE ALL RIGHT, TOO. WE CAN HOLD THEM 
THINGS OFF. I MEAN... YOU CAN JUST... JUST SMASH 'EM. ALL 
YOU GOT TO DO IS JUST KEEP YOUR HEAD AND DON!T BE TOO AFRAID. 


WE CAN MOVE FASTER THAN THEY CAN, AND THEY!RE AWFUL WEAK... 


AND IF YOU DON!T RUN AND JUST KEEP SWINGIN!... YOU CAN 


SMASH !EM. WE!RE SMARTER !N THEY ARE. AND WE'RE STRONGER tN 
THEY ARE. WE'RE GONNA STOP 'EM, OKAY? . 


The girl stares. 
































 TRUCKDRIVER: 


BSRBARA: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


BARBARA: 


BARBARA: 





-34- 


"ALL WE GOT TO DO IS JUST KEEP OUR HEADS." 

They look at each other for a moment, until the big man turns 
and picks up the table again. As he starts away with it, the 
girl speaks, quietly and weakly... 

"WHO ARE THEY?" 

The man stops in his tracks, still supporting the heavy table-tor 
and looks with amazement at Barbara's anxious face. Slowly, it 
dawns on him that the girl has never really been aware 6f the 
thing that has been happening. She had not heard the radio 
announcements, the bulletins...she had been existing in a state 
of uninformed shock. 

(incredulously): "YOU AIN'T HEARD NOTHIN! 21 

She stares blankly, silently, her eyes fastening on his. Her 
reply is in her silence. l 

"YOU MEAN YOU AIN'T GOT NO IDEA ABOUT WHAT'S GOIN? ON HERE?" 
Barbara starts to nod her answer.. .she begins to tremble... 
eee PEPP IM 

Her trembling increases, she begins to shake violently, and 
suddenly she flings up her arms and flatis them about, sobbing 
wildly...she begins to walk in panic, wildly and aimlessly, in 
circles about the room... 
"NO...NO...NO...NO...I...ICAN!T...WHAT!S HAPPENING. . .WHAT?S 
HAPPENING TO US...WHY...WHAT!S HAPPENING... TELL ME...TELL...ME..." 


The man grabs her, shakes her to bring her out of it, and her 


sobbing jerks to a halt, but she remains staring...right through 


him, her eyes seemingly focused beyond him, at some far distant 


point...her speech, still nearly hysterical, becomes a little 
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more coherent... 


"WE WERE IN THE CEMETERY. .ME...AND JOHNNIE...MY BROTHER, 

JOHNNIE...WE BROUGHT FLOWERS FOR...THIS...MAN...CAME AFTER ME... 

AND JOHNNIE...HE...HE FOUGHT...AND NOW...HE..HE!S..." 
"..AWREGHT...ALL RIGHT!" 

He tightens his grip. She wrenches against him. 

"GET YOUR HANDS OFF ME!" 

She flings herself away from him, beating him across the chest, 
taking him by surprise. But in her momentum, she stumbles over 
an end table, barely regains her balance, and stands facing the 
front door...poised as if to run out into the night... 

WE'VE GOT TO HELP HIM...GOT TO GET JOHNNIE...WE'VE GOT TO GO 

OUT AND FIND HIM...BRING HIM..." l 

She comes toward the man, pleading with tears, the dj 
tears of a frightened child... | 

"++ BRING HIM HERE...WE'LL BE SAFE...WE CAN HELP HIM...WE..." 
The man steps toward her. She backs away, holding one hand 
toward him defensively, and the other toward her mouth... 
"NO...NO...PLEASE...PLEASE ...WE'VE GOT TO... WE... 

He takes one deliberate stride for her. 

"NOW. . «NOW YOU CALM DOWN...YOU!RE SAFE HERE...NOW WE CAN'T TAKE 

NO CHANCES..." 

"WE'VE GOT TO GET JOHNNIE..." 

"NOW...COME ON, NOW. . . YOU SETTLE DOWN. . «YOU DON!T KNOW WHAT 
THESE THINGS ARE...IT AIN'T LIKE NO SUNDAY SCHOOL OUT THERE..." 
"PLEASE... PLEEEEZSE...NO...NO...NO... 


She is sobbing, violently...her words become screams. She is 





























verging teard doaplees hysteria. The man struggles to calm her, 
she wrenches from him---but his grip remains, so that her arms 
jerk her whole body in the act of wrenching away. She stares 

at the man, their eyes meet in an instant of calm...but only an 
instant, before she screams...she kicks him again and again, 

as he struggles to pin her arms at her sides and shove her 
against a wall. At the same time, he does not want to hurt her. 
With brute force, he shoves her backwards, propelling her into 

a soft chair...but she is up again, screaming and slapping at 
his face. He is forced to grab her again, and practically 

slam her into a corner. He brings up one powerful fist and 
punches the girl...but her head recoils and the blow is misplaced, 
it does not put her out OF commission. But it shocks her into 
dumb, wounded silence. ile hits her again, squarely...her eyes 
fall sorrowfully on his and she begins to crumple...she falls 
limp against him, as he supports her weight, easing her into 

his ams. 

Holdiag her, he looks dumbly about the room. His eyes fall on 
the sofa. He does not carry, but almost walks her to the sofa, 
permits her dead weight to fold onto it, and eases her head onto 
a cushion. © | 

Next to the couch is a éabinet-radio. The man Stabs at a button, 
clicking it on; while the radio warms up, he looks around for 
the tin of nails, finds it where Barbara had dropped it, takes 
nails. and slides them into his pocket. The radio hisses and 
crackles with static. He returns to it and searches with the 


tuning dial. At first, just. static...then it spina Past what © 
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sounds like a voice, and he adjusts carefully, trying to find 
the spot. The tuner finds a metallic, monotone voice... 
",..ERGENCY RADIO NEDWORK. NORMAL BROADCAST FACILITIES HAVE 
BEEN TEMPORARILY DISCONTINUED. STAY TUNED TO THIS WAVE LENGTH 
FOR EMERGENCY INFORMATION. YOUR LAW ENFORCEMENT AGENCIES URGE 
YOU TO REMAIN IN YOUR HOMES. KEEP ALL DOORS AND WINDOWS LOCKED 
OR BOARDED SHUT. USE ALL FOOD, WATER AND MEDICAL SUPPLIES 
SPARINGLY. CIVIL DEFENSE FORCES ARE ATTEMPTING TO GAIN CONTROL 
OF THE SITUATION. STAY NEAR YOUR RADIO, AND REMAIN TUNED TO 
THIS FREQUENCY. DO NOT USE YOUR AUTOMOBILE. REMAIN IN YOUR 
HOMES, KEEP ALL DOORS AND WINDOWS LOCKED." 

A long pause. A crackle. The message repeats. It is obviously 
a recording, 

"OUR LIVE BROADCASTERS WILL CONVEY INFORMATION AS RECEIVED FROM 
CIVIL DEFENSE HEADQUARTERS. THIS JS YOUR CIVIL DEFENSE EMER- 
GENCY RADIO NETWORK. NORMAL BROADCAST FACILITIES HAVE BEEN 

TEM PORARILY DISCONTINUED. STAY TUNED TO THIS WAVE LENGTH..." 
The big man waves his hand in disgust -- at the repetition of 
the radio -- and moves away as it continues its announcement, 
He resumes his efforts with the heavy wooden tabletop; this 
time he drags it to ta living-room window. He leans it against 
the wall and pulls back the curtain to peer outside. There are 
now four figures Standing in the yard. The voice of the dis- 
tant radio recording continues. The figures stand very still, 
their arms dangling, aspects of their silhouettes revealing 
tattered clothing or shaggy hair. They are cold, dead things. 


Something in the distance suddenly startles the truckdriver. 
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From across the road, a figure is moving toward the house. The | 
man spins himself away from the door and rushes to the fireplace. 
He reaches for his matches, In the little stand near the couch, 
where Barbara lies unconscious, there are old magazines. The 
man grabs them, rips pages loose, and crumples them into the 
‘fireplace. He piles kindling wood and larger logs, then touches 
the paper with a lighted match and a small fire takes hold. 
There is charcoal-light on the mantle, He Sprays the glowing 
fire and it whooshes into a larger blaze, almost singeing the 
big man's face as he works. The larger logs begin to burn, 

He returns to the window. The recorded message repeats itself 
continuously. The man hoists the table-top to the pire eth 
and ‘braces it there while hé places a nail in position. He 
Bounds with thé jack-handle...driven by desperation...another | 
nail...and another. With the table secure, he checks it hastily 
and practically leaps to another window, where he can peer out 
between its nailed-up boards. 

The new figure is just pesca the place where the others stand 
silently, The man rushes to the fire, where the biggest logs 
have now begun to blaze. He siezes the discarded table-legs 

and Saturates them with charcoal-light, then holds their largest 
ends into the fire until he has two good flaming torches. Then, 
å torch in er hand, he moves toward the door again. He nudges 
a big padded armchair ahead of him to the door and, taking both 
torches dn one hand, pulls the curtain aside for another look at 
the yard. The figures still stand silently. | | 


With charcoal-lisht, he drenches the padded armchair and touches 
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it with a torch, It catches instantly, and flames lick and 
climb, casting flickering light throughout the house. The heat 
on the man is severe, but he has to fight it. He lunges for the 
door, unbolting it, and flinging it wide open. | 

From the rd, as the door bangs open, the flaming chair is 
visible. It throws eerie, irregular illumination onto the lawn. 
The waiting figures step back siightly. 

The man shoves the chair through the doorway; it slides across 
the front porch. It topples over the edge, and the flaming bulk 
tumbles down the steps onto the front lawn. In the rolling 
motion, flames lick and fly, and small particles of the chair's 
stuffing leap and glow in tha night wind. The bonfire rages in 
the tall grass. The waiting figures back further away. 

Inside the house, the front door bangs shut, and the man fastens 
the bolt. He hurries again to. window, puts more nails into the 
table-top, fastening it securely, then surveys his surroundings, 
seeking out possible vulnerability. (The camera moves with him 
seeing the task that lies ahead.) There is a side window in the 
living roon, a window in the dining room at the other side of 
the house, the front “oor and the flanking glass panels. 

He turns, still inspecting, and his eyes reflect startlement. 
The girl is sitting up on the couch. Her demeanor is startling 
(as we cut to her). Her face is bruised, and she sits in silence 
staring at the floor. The radio drones on. The fire plays on 
her face, and reflects in her eyes. The man takes off his jac- 
ket and moves toward her, He fixes his jacket over her shoulders 


and looks sympathetically into her face. She just stares at the 
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floor. The man feels dumb and helpless. Forlornly, he moves 
og the pile of lumber, chooses a table-board, and goes to the 
side window. The radio voice continues... 

The truckdriver boards up the two side windows, then moves to 
the front door. He gets an ironing board, and places it ac10:88 
the door horizontally; it extends over the flanking glass panels 
leaving cracks at the top and bottom, but chey are too small for 
anything to gat through. He drives nails through the board into 
the moulding and tests the barricade for strength; finding it 
sufficient, he leaves it and goes on to the next. In the din- 
ing-roån there are two closed doors. He tries one, finds it 
locked, examines it and finds no latch; it has been apparently 
‘locked with a skeleton key. The other door is unlocked and 
leads into a den, which contains several windows. The man is 
disappointed at the added vulnerability; he thinks for a moment, 
then leaves the room, shutting the door behind him. It is clear 
that he has decided to board up the door rather than try to 
secure the bay windows. 

He checks his remaining lumber; the supply is dwindling; but 

he selects the best piece for boarding the den door. He is 
about to start hammering when an idea strikes him -- he opens 
the door again and enters the room. There are chairs, a desk, 

a bureau...he steps to the desk and starts to rummage through 
the drawers. He pulls out paper, a stack of pencils and pens, 
a compass -- a hundred little odds and ends. Another drawer... 
a hundred more things...he leaves it open. The bureau contains 


mostly clothing; he rips out the big drawers and hurls them 
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through the deorway end into the dining area. One drawares. 
twoe,etheir eontents spilling onto the floor,,,he looks back at 
the bureau.ee.a final {dea hits him, | He shoves the great piece of 
furniture through the door, walking it through the tight opening 
until it clears the doorway, Then the desk, which warrants 
another struggle, as the man attempts to secure all things of 
possible value before he finally nails the door shut. 

In the cleset, there is a lot of old clothing; the man Linds a 
good warm coat and jacket and flings them over his shoulder, 

High on the shelves are piles of old boxes, suitagses, hatboxes, 
an old umbrella. He looks for an instant, debating their worth, 
or the possible worth of what they might contain. At his feet, 
he sees still more clutter: boxes, umbrellas, dust, shoes and 
slippers, He picks up a pair of ladies! flats, and examines 
then, thinking of the barefoot girl out en the couch, and tucks 
them under his arm. As he pulls away, something catches his 

€98 woo within the dark reeess of the closet, something shiny: 
the sheen of a finished piece of weed, a familiar shape, lying 
under a pile of dirty @lothing. He reaches eagerly, and his hand 
finds what he had kópé? a rifle, He sets everything doyn and . 
rummages even more eagerly all over the floor of the closet ove 
through shoe boxes, under things, items come flying out of the 
eloset. A shoe box eontains old letters and posteards. But, 

in a eigar box, elattering around with pipe cleaners and eleaning 
fluid, there is a maintenanee manual and a box of ammunition. — 
He flips epen the box and finds it half full. He shoves manual 
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cigar box full of material; he sags it under an arm, gathers 
jackets and shoes, and leaves the room. 

In the dining room, he drops the load of supplies on the bureau, | 
and the sight of the girl in the living room stops him short. 

She is sitting as before, aot moving: 

"WE'RE ALL RIGHT NOW...7HIS PLACE iS GOOD AND SOLID. AND I 
FOUND US A GUN -- A. GUN AND SOME BULLETS." 

He looks at Barbara from across the room. She doesn?t aah ee 
take any note of his talking. He turns to his work, but continues 
to speak... 

"SO, WE GOT US A RADIO...AND SOONER OR LATER SOMEBODY!LL COME 
AND GET US OUTTA HERE...WE GOT FOOD IN THERE..." (he starts to 
board up the door to the den) "OH...AND I GOT YOU SOME SHOES... 


WE'LL SEE iN A MIN- “2 IP THEY FIT...AND SOME WARM CLOTHES FOR 


ASM 
L JJe ee " 


He pounds at the nails, The pounding and the repetition of the 
radio message are the ouly sounds. The last nail in, the check 
for sturdiness, the big man turns toward the girl again... 
",..ERNMENT TO STAY IN YOUR QUES. KEEP ALL DOORS AND WINDOWS 
LOCKED..." 

Other than her upright position, the girl shows no sign of life. 
Her wide eyes just stare through the floor at some point beyond. 
1... PREFERABLY BOARDED SHUT..." 

"WELL, THAT'S US...WECRE DON! ALL RIGHT..." 

He can't smile, and with the giri not looking at him his attempt 


is half-hearted. He takes up the rifle, the cigar-box, a coat and 


her shoes in one clumsy armful, (43 he leaves the frame, the 























TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 








~43- 


camera lingers for an instant. The alcove in the dining area is 
cluttered with things from the den, the large pieces of furniture 
obscuring ne door that had been tried and found locked; the 
camera lingers long enough to make this door significant.) 

The man kneels with his bundle in front of the girl; then drops 
the armful of materials at her feet. He holds the shoes that 

he found in the closet. 

"NOW, LET!S SEE... HOW BIG YOUR FEET IS..." 

Looking up at her, he is unable to cope with her catatonta, 

Her stillness makes him as gentle as he can be, but he converses 
with her, still expecting her to reply and react. She does not, 
"COME ON..." | 

He holds one of the shoes near her foot, vatting for her to lift 
her leg and slip into the shoe. She is still. Finally, the man 
takes one of her ankles and fumbles to put the shoe on her foot. 
It does not 80 on easily, partly because it is too small, but 
mostly because of her limpness, but he gets it on, sets her foot 
down and takes up the other one. He succeeds in getting the 
second shoe on, and leans back on his haunches looking up at her, 
She is Staring at her feet. 

"WELL...THAT!S ER...THAT!S Å PRAL CINDERELLA STORY, AIN!T IT?" 
No response. The man reaches in reflex for his jacket pockets 
but he has given Barbara his jacket. 

"HEY... YOU KNOW YOU GOT MY CIGARETTSS.. K 

He tries to smile again, Still no reaction. He reaches toward 
her and his hand enters the pocket of the Jacket he has draped 


over her shoulders, He action n makes the girl look directly at 
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him, and her stare makes him uncomfortable. 


"YOU GOT MY CIGARETTES." 


` He tries a gentler tone, as one would try to explain some com- 


plex concept to a child. He pulls the cigarettes from the poc- 


ket and settles back from her again. He fumbles for a cigarette, 


puts it in his mouth and iights it, trying not to look at the girl. 
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TRUCKDRIVER: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


Her gaze is still fixed on his face. 


(inhaling the first puff of smoke and blowing it through his 


nose) "0K...NOW...MAYBZ YOU OUGHT TO LIE DOWN, YOU..." (fumbl- 


ing with the cigarette, a thought occurs to him and he tries it) 
"YOU SMOKE?!" | | 

He holds up the burning cigarette. Her stare drops from him 
back to the floor. He takes another drag and blows the smoke 
out quickly. Another idea... 

MAYBE YOU..." (he stops, he is getting Nowhere, he decides that 
his time had better be spent in securing the defenses of the old 
house) "OKAY." | 

His okay is more definite than his other talk, and he scoops up 
the rifle and ammunition. He examines the gun, dumps the shells 
onto the floor and methodically loads them, one at a time. 

"NOW, I DON'T KNOW IF YOU'RE HEARIN! ME OR NOT...OR IF YOU!RE 
OUT OR SOMETHIN!...BUT I'M GOIN! UPSTAIRS NOW...OKAY?...NOW, 
WERE SAFE DOW HERE. AIN'T NOTHIN! GETTIN! IN HERE...AT LEAST 
NOT EASY...I MEAN, THEY MIGHT BE ABLE TO BUST THROUGH THAT, BUT 
IT'S GONNA BE SOME SEAT, AND I COULD. HEAR !EM, AND I THINK I 


COULD KEEP 'EM OUT. LATER ON, I'M GONNA FIX THINGS GOOD, SO THEY 


CAN'T GET IN NOHOW...BUT IT?S GOOD FOR THE TIME BEIN!...YOU'RE 
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OKAY HERE.,." 

He continues to load the rifle as he speaks, his cigarette 
dangling from his lip, causing him to squint from the smoke 
that curis around his eyes. | 

"NOW THE UPSTAIRS IS THE ONLY OTHER WAY SOMETHIN! CAN GET IN 
HERE, SO I'M GONNA GO UP fN Fix THAT..." 

He snaps the clip after the last shell, and is about to stand 
when his glance falls on the girl again and he tries to get 
through one last time... 

"OKAY? YOU GONNA BE ALL RIGHT?" 

She remains silent. The man stands, tucks the rifle under his 
arm, grabs as much lumber as he can carry, and EE for the 
stairs. The girl looks up at him, and he is aware of it, but 


he keeps moving, and her stare follows, 


IM GONNA BE RIGHT HERE. YOURE ALL RIGHT NOW. I!M RIGHT HERE, 


UPSTAIRS." 

He starts up the stairs. At the top of the landing he is con- 
fronted once again with the body that lies there torn and déz 
faced. He sets down his supplies, and the sight of the corpse 

is repulsive and he tries not i lcok at it. The body is lying 
half across a blood-soaked throw-rug, and a few feet away is an- 
other throw-rug, with orientai patterns and å fringe sewn around 
its edge. The man grabs the second rug and rips away one edge 
of the fringe. Once the initial tear is made, the rest of the 
fringe peels EG easily. He frees it and, taking the rifle, 
ties one end og the fringe around the barrel and the other around 


the narrow part. of the stock; This done, he slings the rifle 
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over his shoulder. Then he leans over the corpse and takes hold 
of one end of the rug on which it lies, and begins dragging it 
across the floor. On the landing is a long corridor with several 


closed doors. He deposits the ugly load at one of the doorways 


_and throws open the door; inside is a bedroom. He tries the 


other doors and finds two more bedrooms, one a child!s room. 

He begins to remove furniture into the hallway; his plan is to 
afterwards board up the doors. The moise of his work fills the 
old house... 

Downstairs, Barbara still sits dazed on the couch. The Fie 
flickers on her face, and the burning wood pops loudly now and 
again. Objects in the room are silhouetted and the atmosphere 
is stark, (The camera moves: slowly in to her face.) 
",.eFACILITIES HAVE BEEN INSTRUCTED TO DISCONTINUE PROGRAMMING, 
STAY TUNED TO THIS..." 

There is a sudden buzzing sound and crackling static. Then, a 
hodgepodge of newsroom sounds (as heard earlier by John on the 
car radio): typewriters, ticker-tape machines, low voices talk- 
ing in the background. The sound holds for a long while. The 
girl does not seem to notica, 

"...ER...LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. . . WHAT? . . . YEAH, YEAH.. eLA... WHAT? 
YEAH, I GOT THAT ONE. . «WHAT? .. ANOTHER ONE?...PUT IT THROUGH | 
CENTRAL. . OKAY, CHARLIE, I'M ON THE AIR NOW. . «YEAH..." (the 
confusion of the broadcast headquarters) f"...LADIES AND GENTLE _ 
MEN, THE LATEST FROM EMERGENCY GENTRAL..." (the voice sounds 
tired, but the man is able to read his reports unemorfonally, 


with the air of a professional commentator who has been covering — 
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a åter event for forty-eight hours and is no longer impressed 
with the latest developments) "UP TO THE MINUTE RE PORTS INFORM 
US THAT THE. . .SIEGE... .FIRST DOCUMENTED IN THE MIDWESTERN SECTION 
OF THE COUNTRY IS INDEED SPREAD ACROSS THE NATION, AND IS IN FACT 
WORLD WIDE. MEDICAL AND SCIENTIFIC ADVISORS HAVE BEEN SUMMONED 
TO THE WHITE HOUSE, AND REPORTERS ON THE SCENE IN WASHINGTON IN- 
FORM US THAT THE PRESIDENT IS F-ANNING TO MAKE PUBLIC THE RESULTS 
OF THAT CONFERENCE IN AN ADDRESS TO THE NATION OVER YOUR CIVIL 
DEFENSE EMERGENCY NETWORK." l 

(A long pause by the announcer. The camera eldes Barbara's 
face. She is inert.) 

THE... STRANGE... BEINGS, THAT HAVE APPEARED IN MOST PARTS OF 
THE NATION, SEEM TO HAVE CERTAIN PREDICTABLE PATTERNS OF 
BEHAVIOR. IN THE FEW HOURS FOLLOWING* INITIAL REPORTS OF VIOLENCE 
AND DEATH... AND APPARENTLY DERANGED ATTACKS ON THE LIVES OF 
PEOPLE TAKEN COMPLETELY OFF GUARD, IT HAS BEEN ESTABLISHED THAT 
THE ... ALIEN BEINGS ARE HUMAN IN MANY PHYSICAL AND BEHAVIORAL 
ASPECTS. HYPOTHESES AS TO THEIR ORIGIN AND THEIR AIMS HAVE TO 
THIS POINT BEEN SO VARIED AND SO DIVERSE THAT WE MUST ONLY 
REPORT THESE FACTORS TO BF. UNKNOWN. TEAMS OF SCIENTISTS AND 
PHYSICIANS PRESENTLY HAVE THE CORPSES OF SEVERAL OF THE... 


AGGRESSORS, AND THESE CORPSES ARE BEING STUDIED FOR CLUES THAT 


. MIGHT NEGATE OR CONFIRM EXISTING THEORIES. THE MOST... 


OVERWHELMING FACT... IS THAT THESE... BEINGS ARE INFILTRATING 
THROUGH URBAN AND RURAL AREAS THROUGHOUT THE NATION, IN FORCES 
OF VARYING NUMBER, AND IF THEY HAVE NOT AS YET EVIDENGED THEM- 


SELVES IN YOUR AREA, PLEASE... TAKE EVERY AVAILABLE PREGAUTION. 


ATTACK MAY COME AT ANY TIME, IN ANY PLACE, WITHOUT WARNING. 
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- ANNOUNCER: REPEATING THE IMPORTANT FACTS FROM OUR PREVIOUS REPORTS. 











THERE IS AN... AGGRESSIVE FORCE... ARMY... OF UNEXPLAINED, 
UNIDENTIFIED... HUMANOID BEINGS... THAT HAS APPEARED... IN 
WORLDWIDE PROPORTIONS... AND THESE BEINGS ARE TOTALLY 
AGGRESSIVE... IRRATIONAL IN THEIR VIOLENCE... CIVIL DEFENSE 
EFFORTS ARE UNDERWAY... AND INVESTIGATIONS AS TO THE ORIGIN 
AND PURPOSE OF THE AGGRESSORS ARE BEING CONDUCTED. ALL 
CITIZENS ARE URGED TO TAKE UTMOST PRECAUTIONARY MEASURES 
"TO DEFEND AGAINST THE... INSIDIOUS... ALIEN... FORCE... 
THESE BEINGS ARE WEAK IN PHYSICAL STRENGTH... ARE EASILY 
DISTINQUISHABLE FROM HUMANS BY THEIR DEFORMED APPEARANCE... 
THEY ARE USUALLY UNARMED BUT APPEAR CAPABLE OF HANDLING 
WEAPONS... THEY HAVE APPEARED, NOT LIKE AN ORGANIZED ARMY, 
*NOT WITH ANY APPARENT REASON OR PLAN, ..INDEED, THEY SEEM 
.TO BE DRIVEN WITH THE URGES OF ENTRANCED... OR... OR 
OBSESSED MINDS, THEY APPEAR TOTALLY UNTHINKING... THEY 
CAN... I REPEAT: THEY CAN BE STOPPED BY IMMOBILIZATION; 
THAT IS, BY BLINDING OR DISMEMBERING. THEY ARE, ON THE 
AVERAGE, WEAKER IN STRENGTH THAN AN ADULT HUMAN, BUT 
THEIR STRENGTH IS IN NUMBERS, IN SURPRISE, AND IN THE 
SHEER FACT THAT THEY ARE BEYOND OUR NORMAL REALM OF UNDER- 


STANDING. THEY APPEAR TU BE IRRATIONAL » NON-COMMUNICATIVE 








BEINGS... AND THEY ARE DEFINITELY TO BE CONSIDERED OUR ENEMIES 


IN WHAT WE MUST CALL A STATE OF... NATIONAL EMERGENCY. IF 
ENCOUNTERED, THEY ARE TO BE AVOIDED OR DESTROYED. - UNDER NO 
CIRCUMSTANCES SHOULD YOU ALLOW YOURSELVES OR YOUR FAMILIES 


TO BE ALONE OR UNGUARDED WHILE THIS MENAGE PREVAILS. THESE 
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BE INGS ARE FLESH-EATERS. THE PRINCIPLE CHARACTERISTIC OF 
THEIR ONSLOUGHT IS THEIR DEPRAVED, IRRATIONAL QUEST FOR... 
HUMAN FLESH... | 

At this, Barbara bolts from the couch in wild, screaming 
hysteria. She runs blindly toward the front door. The 
truckdriver appears at the top of the stairs. Startled, 
unslinging the gun, he leaps down the stairs. The girl 

is Stanine at the barricade, trying to break out of the house, 
she is sobbing in wild desperation. The man is So upon 
her, but she writhes out of his reach, runs across the room-- 
toward the maze of heaped-up furniture. Suddenly, from within 
the maze, strong hands grab her. She screams in terror. 

The truckdriver rushes toward her, and he is startled by the 
sight of the other man, who is trying to contain the 
hysterical girl. Behind him, an older man stands holding a 
length of pipe at his side. They have come through the door 
that the truckdriver had tried and found locked. The man 
holding Barbara is dressed in coveralls; he is probably a 


farmer, he is big and powerful-looking. 
(Still trying to calm the girl) IT'S ALL RIGHT... WE'RE 


FROM THE GAS STATION... WE'RE NOT... 

Barbara sags against him and sobs sporadically, in shock and 
semi-relief; she is still nearly catatonic. The older man 
rushes to the radio. ‘The truckdriver just stares dumbly as 
Tom calms the girl and leads her to a chair where she sits 
very still, numb with expended emotion. The radio voice 


continues with’ its information about the emergency. The 


older man, Harry Tinsdale, crouches close to the radio, still 
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LISTEN. 


e e «PERIODIC REPORTS, AS INFORMATION REACHES THIS NEWSROOM, 
AS WELL AS SURVIVAL INFORMATION AND A LISTING OF RED CROSS 
RESCUE POINTS, WHERE PICK-UPS WILL BE MADE AS OFTEN AS 
POSSIBLE WITH THE EQUIPMENT AND STAFF PRESENTLY AVAILABLE... 
The big truckdriver stands s“1zing at the two NEW men. He 
exudes an air of resentment, as though the strangers have 
intruded on his private little fortress. 

...WHY... MAN, I... 

LOOKS LIKE YOU GOT THINGS PRETTY WELL LOCKED IN. 

(almost in an aggressive tone) MAN, I COULD'VE USED SOME 
HELP. HOW LONG YOU GUYS BEEN IN THERE? 

THAT'S THE CELLAR... IT'S THE SAFEST PLACE. © 

MAN, YOU MEAN YOU DIDN'T HEAR THE RACKET WE WAS MAKIN?! UP 
HERE? | 

HOW WERE WE SUPPOSED TO KNOW WHAT WAS GOING ON UP HERE? 

IT COULD HAVE BEEN THOSE THINGS, FOR ALL WE KNOW. 

THAT GIRL WAS SCREAMINt. NOW, YOU KOW WHAT A GIRL SOUNDS 
LIKE. THEM THINGS DON'T MAKE NO NOISE. ANYBODY'S GOT TO 
KNOW THERE'S SOMEBODY UP HERE COULD USE SOME HELP. 

YOU CAN'T REALLY TELL WHAT'S GOIN! ON FROM DOWN THERE... 

WE THOUGHT WE COULD HEAR SCREAMS, BUT THAT MIGHT HAVE MEANT 
eee THOSE THINGS WERE IN THE HOUSE AFTER HER. 

AND YOU WOULDN'T COME UP. !N HELP? | 

(a little shamed) ..e WELL, I... IF... THERE WAS MORE OF US... 


THAT RACKET SOUNDED LIKE THE PLACE WAS BEING RIPPED APART... 
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YOU JUST SAID IT WAS HARD TO HEAR DOWN THERE. NOW YOU SAY 


IT ‘SOUNDED LIKE THE PLACE WAS BEING RIPPAD APART, YOU BETTER 


GET YOUR STORY STRAIGHT, MISTER... 


ALL RIGHT! I'M NOT GOING TO TAKE THOSE KIND 


NOW YOU TELL ME. 
OF CHANCES WHEN WE GOT A SAFE PLACE... WE LUCK INTO A SAFE PLACE, 


AND YOU'RE TELLIN! US TO RISK OUR LIVES JUST BECAUSE SOMEBODY 


NEEDS HELP... 

SOMETHIN! LIKE THAT, YEAH. 

(not knowing whose side to take) ALL RIGHT... WHY DON'T WE 
SETTLE... 

(Ignoring everything but his own line of thought) LOOK, MISTER... 
(He shouts this, then calms his voice for the rest of the line) 


ALL RIGHT... WE CAME UP, OKAY? WE'RE HERE. NOW I SUGGEST 


WE ALL GO BACK DOWNSTAIRS BEFORE ANY OF THESE THINGS FIND OUT 


WE'RE IN HERE. 

THEY CAN!T GET IN HERE. 

YOU GOT THE WHOLE PLACE BOARDED UP? 

(his attitude softer toward Tom) MOST OF IT. ALL BUT 
UPSTAIRS... ITIS WEAK IN PLACES, BUT IT WON!T BE HARD TO FIX 
IT UP GOOD.. 

YOU'RE INSANE... THE CELLARS THE SAFEST PLACE IN THE HOUSE. 
(lashes out) I'M TELLIN? YOU THEY CAN'T GET IN HERE! 

AND IM TELLIN YOU... THOSE THINGS TURNED OVER OUR CAR. WE 
WERE DAMNED LUCKY TO GET AWAY AT ALL. NOW YOU TELL ME THEY 


CAN'T GET THROUGH A PILE OF WOOD. 


HIS WIFE AND KID!S DOWNSTAIRS. THE KID!S PRETTY BADLY TORE UP. 
































TRUCKDRIVER: 


TOM: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


HARRY: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


HARRY: 


TRUCKDRIVER: 


HARRY: 


TRUGKDRIVER: 


HARRY: 








-52- 


This statement takes the truckdriver completely by surprise. 
His face softens, he exhales a deep breath. Nobody says any- 
thing for a long moment. Finally, the truckdriver swallows 
and makes his point again... 
"WELL, I...I THINK WE!RE BETTER OFF UP HERES" 

(glancing about ot the barricades): “WE COULD STRENGTHEN ALL 
THESE UP, MR. TINSDOALE." 
"MAN, WITH ALL US WORKIN! WE COULD FIX THIS UP SO NOTHIN! CANN 
GET IN HERE...AND WE GOT FOOD...THE FIRE...AND WE GOT THE RADIO" 
"WE CAN BRING ALL THOSE THINGS DOWNSTAIRS WITH US. MAN, YOU'RE 
CRAZY. . YOU GOT A MILLION WINDOWS UP HERE...ALL THESE WINDOWS, 
YOU! RE GONNA MAKE STRONG ENOUGH TO KEEP THEM OUT?" 
"THEM THINGS AIN'T GOT NO STRENGTH, MAN, I SMASHED THREE OF 

1EM AND PUSHED ANOTHER ONE OUT THE DOOR." 

I'M TELLING YOU THEY TURNED OUR CAR ONTO ITS ROOF." 
"OH, HELL, ANY GOOD FIVE MEN CAN DO THAT." 

"THAT!S MY POINT! ...ONLY THERE’S NOT GOING TO BE FIVE... 
THERE'S NOT GOING TO BE TEN. TWENTY. . . THIRTY. ..A HUNDRED, 
MAYBE. ..YOU KNOW? ONCE THEY KNOW WE!re IN HERE, THE PLACE!LL 
BE CRAWLIN! WITH !EM." 
"WELL, IF THERE'S THAT MANY, THERE GONNA GET US WHEREVER WE! RE 
AT." 

"LOOK, IN THE CELLAR, THERE'S ONLY ONE DOOR, ALL RIGHT? ONLY 


ONE. THAT'S THE ONLY PLACE WE HAVE TO PROTECT. AND TOM AND 


- I FIXED IT SO IT LOCKS AND BOARDS FROM THE INSIDE. BUT ALL 


THESE DOORS AND WINDOWS...WHY, WE'D NEVER KNOW WHERE THEY WERE 


GOING TO HIT US NEXT." 
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"YOU GOT A POINT, MR. TINSDALE, BUT DOWN IN THE CELLAR THERE!S 
NO PLAGE TO RUN...I MEAN, IF THEY DO GET IN, THERE'S NO BACK 
EXIT. WE!D BE DONE FOR." 


This stops Harry for an instant. 


."WE GOULD GET OUT OF HERE IF WE HAD TO...AND WE CAN SEE WHAT'S 


GOIN! ON OUTSIDE...DOWN THERE, THERE AIN'T ANY WINDOWS. ..IF A . 
RESCU'2 PARTY DOS COME WE!D NEVER KNOW IT...WINDOWS... 

"BUT THE CELLAR IS THE STRONGEST PLACE!" 

“THE UPSTAIRS IS JUST AS MUCH OF A TRAP AS THE CELLAR...THERE!S 
THREE ROOMS UP THERE, AND THEY HAVE TO BE BOARDED UP LIKE THIS 
STUFF DOWN HERE...THEN IF THEY DO GET IN THE WINDOWS THEY CANIT . 
GET PAST THE DOORS...AND THEY!Y7 WEAK, WE CAN KEEP THEM OUT. 

I GOT THIS GUN NOW, AND I DIDN!T HAVE IT BEFORE, AND I STILL 
BEAT THREE OF THEM OFF...NOW, WE MIGHT HAVE TO TRY AND GET OUT 
OF HERE OURSELVES, !GAUSE THERE AIN'T NO GUARANTEE THAT ANY 
BODY IS GONNA SEND HELP...SUPPOSE THEM THINGS COME IN HERE... 
WE CAN'T BUST OUTTA THE CELLAR, CAUSE WE OPEN THAT ONE DOOR 
AND THEY GOT US..." 

"I DON'T KNOW. I THINK HE'S RIGHT." (he turns to the truck- 
driver) "YOU KNOW HOW MANY!S OUT THERE?" 

"I FIGURE MAYBE SIX, SEVEN." 

"LOOK, YOU TWO CAN DO WHATEVER YOU LIKE. I'M GOING BACK DOWN 
TO THE CELLAR, AND YOU BETTER DECIDE, BECAUSE I'M GONNA BOARD 
UP THAT DOOR AND I'M NOT GONNA BE CRAZY ENOUGH TO UNLOCK IT 
AGAIN, NO MATTER WHAT HAPPENS." | | 

"WAIT A MINUTE, MR. TINSDALE, LET'S THINK ABOUT THIS FOR AWHILE.. 


"NOPE, I'VE MADE MY DECISION. YOU MAKE YOURS. AND YOU CAN 
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STEW IN YOUR OWN JUICE." 

(flashing anger): NOW TAIT A MINUTE DAMMIT LETS THINK ABOUT 
THIS AWHILE...WE CAN MAKE IT IN": THE CELLAR IF WE HAVE TO... 
AND IF WE DO DECIDE TO STAY DOWN THERE, WE WILL NEED SOME THINGS 
FROM UP HERE...NOW LET!8 AT LEAST CONSIDER THIS AWHILE..." 
"MAN, IF YOU BOX YOURSELF INTO THAT CELLAR, AND IF THERE IS A 
LOT OF THEM THINGS THAT GET INTO THE HOUSE, YOU HAD IT. AT 
LEAST UP HERE YOU CAN OUTRUN THE THINGS." 

Tom has gone to one of the front wincows and is peering out 
through an opening in the barricade. 

"YEAH, LOOKS LIKE SIX...OR ABOUT. . . EIGHT..." 

His hand goes to his temple, and he rubs nervously, his demeanor 
a little shaken. The truckdr:ver joins him at the window. 
"THAT!S MOPE THAN THERE WAS. . . THERE 15 A BUNCH OUT THE BACK, TOO. 
vest (he pivots to check the kitchen) ...UNLESS THEY!RE THE 
SAME ONES THAT WAS BACK HERE." 

He bursts into the kitchen, as the fringed rifle sling snaps 
and the weapon starts to fall: he twists to keep it on his back, 
and tries to grab it, reeching behind, His attention on the 
gun, he does not see the door as he moves toward it...he re- 
gains control of the gun and looks up -- and stops cold. Hands 


reaching through broken glass behind the barricades...graying, 


_ rotting hands, scratching, reeching, trying to grab...and 


through aspects of the glass...the inhuman faces behind the 


hands. The barrier is being strained, no boubt about that, 


-but it is holding well enough. 


‘The man smashes with the rifle butt against the ugly extremities. 
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pounding...onee, twice. One of the grabbing hands if driven 


back with a shattering of the already broken glass it was 


reching through. The rifle butt smashes one of the hands ata 
gainst the door moulding solidly...but the hand, unfeeling of 
pain, continues to claw after a hold. The man slides his finger 
to the trigger, and turns the rifle, smashing the barrel through 
another of the little broken glass areas, and two of the gray 
hands sieze the protruding metal. A dead face appears behind 
the hands...ugly...expressionless, The man's face looks direct- 
ly through the opening into the dead eyes beyond, the man 
struggling desperately to control the weapon and the zombie thing 
outside trying to pull it away by the barrel. A brief instant 
when the muzzle points directly at the hideous face...BLAM... 
the report Ale: the air, the lifeless thing is thrown back, 
propelled by the blast, its head torn partially away, its still 
outstretched hands falling back with the crumpling body. The 
other hands continue to clutch and grab. 

Tom has rushed into the kitchen, and Harry is Standing cautious- 
ly a few feet from the doorway, still in the dining area. A 
distant, that of Har=y!s wife, suddenly begins to cry out from 
the cellar: 

"HARRY. . .HATRY,. . HARRY... .ARE YOU ALL RIGHT?" 

"IftS ALL RIGHT, HELEN... WE'RE ALL RIGHT..." 

Tom. immediately rushes to the door. The truckdriver is pound- 


ing at a hand that is trying to work at the barricade from the 


bottom.. The blows seem ineffectual, as the hand, oblivious 


except for the physical jouncing about from impact, continues 
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to grab. Tom leaps against the door and grabs the rotting fi 
wrist with both his hands, and tries to bend the wrist back 

in an effort to break it, but it seems limp and almost pliable. 
Disgust sweeps over the young man's face. He tries to scrape 
the cold thing against the edge of the broken glass; and the 
absence of blood is immediately evident as the sharp edge rips 
into what looks like rotting flesh. Another hand grabs at Tom's 
wrist and tries to pull it through the glass. Tom yells, and 
the truckdriver tries to sting the barrel ef the gun toward the 
thing struggling with Tom; but another hand clutches at him 

even as he is trying to help the younger man. A hand is clawing 
and ripping his shirt...but he focuses his attention on aiming 
the gun. Another loud blast, and the hands Tom was fighting 
jerk back, and fall into darkness. Foot against the wall, the 
big man forces himself away from the door out of the grasp of 
the hand still clutching his shirt. The shirt tears away, and 
the thing backs off, still with the fragment in its hand. Bad- 
ly shaken , Tom just stares, through another opening in the door. 


The truckdriver takes careful aim and pulls the trigger again; 


the blast rips through the thing's chest, leaving a gaping hole 


in its back...but it remains on its feet, backing slowly away. 
"OH...GOOD GOD!" 

Panicked at the failure of the weapon, the big man levels off 

again...another loud report. This time the shell rips through 
the thing'suthigh, just below the pelvis. The thing still | 

backs away, but as it tries to put weight on its right leg it 


falls to a heap. The two men just stare in disbelief. The 

















thing is still moving away, dragging itself with its arms and 





pushing against the ground with its remaining useful leg. 
TOM: "MOTHER OF GOD...WHAT ARE THESE THINGS?" 


The truckdriver wets his lips, takes a deep breath and holds 





it, carefully sights. down the barrel of the rifle again. He 
pulls the trigger. The shell seems to blow open the skull of 
the crawling form, and it falls backwards. 

TRUCKDRIVER: "DAMN. .DAMN THING FROM HELL..." (his voice trembles as he 
lets out his held breath) 
Outside, the thing that has fallen limply, without the use of 
its eyes, moves its arms in groping, clutching motions, seem- 
ingly still trying to drag itself away. 


HELEN: (from the cellar) "HARRY. . «HARRY 24"! 


e 


After a moment of silence, the truckdriver turns from the door. 





TRUCKDRIVER: ‘WE GOTTA FIX THESE BOARDS." 
He starts to move to gather supplies, when Harry speaks. 
HARRY: "YOU'RE CRAZY...THOSE THINGS ARE GONNA BE AT EVERY DOOR AND 
WINDOW IN THE PLACE. WE!VE GOT TO GET INTO THE CELLAR." 
The big truckdriver turns to Harry with absolute fury in his 
eyes. His voice is deeper in his rage, and more commanding. 
TRUCKDRIVER: "GO'HEAD INTO YOUR DAMN CELLAR! GET OUTTA HERE!" 


. The shouting stops Harry for an instant, then his adamancy re- 





turns. He has decided that he will go into the cellar without 
the others if need be and is now prepared to gather his supplies. 
HARRY: "IM TAKING THE GIRL WITH ME." 


He moves toward the ‘refrigerator in the ELE chen but the big 





man steps in front of him. 
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"YOU KEEP YOUR HANDS OFF OF HER, SHE'S STAYIN! HERE WITH ME." 
Harry is stopped again for a Actes Then he moves toward 
the refrigerator again. 
"AND YOU DON'T TOUCH NONE OF THAT FOOD." (his grip is still 
on the gun, and though he doesn!t point it at Harry, we are 
aware of the power it implies) "NOW IF I STAY UP HERE I'M 
GONNA BE FIGHTIN! FOR WHAT!S UP HERE...AND THAT FOOD AND THAT 
RADIO AND ALL THIS IS WHAT I!M FIGHTIN! FOR. AND YOU ARE STONE 
DEAD WRONG...YOU*RE JUST WRONG, YOU UNDERSTAND...NOW, IF YOU'RE 
MAKIN! IT TO THE CELLAR GET YOUR ASS MOVIN!...GO DOWN THESE 
...AND GET OUT OF HERE, MAN...AND...AND...DON!T MESS WITH ME NO 
MORE..." 
(turning toward Tom) "THE MAN IS CRAZY...HE!S CRAZY...WE'VE 
GOT TO HAVE FOOD DOWN THERE...WE HAVE A RIGHT..." 
"THIS IS YOUR HOUSE?" (he knows it isn't) 
"WEIVE GOT A RIGHT TO..." 

(confronting Tom) "YOU GOIN! DOWN THERE WITH HIM?" 
t,..WELL..." 


"NO BEATIN? AROUND THE BUSH...YOU GOIN! OR AIN'T YOU. THIS 


IS YOUR LAST CHANCE." 


There is a long moment of silence. Tom then turns to the older 


MAN oe 


"HARRY... I THINK HE'S RIGHT." 


"YOUTRE CRAZY." 


"I REALLY THINK WE'RE BETTER OFF UP HERE." 


NYOQUtRE CRAZY. I GOT A KID DOWN THERE. HE CANIT TAKE ALL THE 


RACKET, AND THOSE THINGS REACHING THROUGH THE GLASS. WE'LL 
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BE LUCKY IF HE LIVES AS IT IS NOW." 


(more impersonal than ever before) "OKAY. NOW YOU'RE HIS 


_ FATHER. IF YOU!R= DUMB ENOUGH TO GO DIE IN THAT TRAP, IT'S 


YOUR BUSINESS. BUT I AIN'T DUMB ENOUGH TO GO WITH YOU. IT'S 


«JUST BAD LUCK FOR THE KID THAT HIS OLD MANIS SO DUMB...NOW 


GET THE HELL DOWN THE GELLAR...YOU CAN BE BOSS DOWN THERE... 
AND I!M BOSS DOWN HERE. .AND YOU AIN'T TAKIN! NONE OF THIS 
FOOD, AND YOU AIN!T TAKIN! NOTHIN! ', 

"HARRY... WE CAN GET FOOD TO YOU...IF YOU WANT TO STAY DOWN 
THERE...AND..." . 

"YOU BASTARDS!" 

(from the cellar): "HARRY...HARRY!" 

Harry looks toward the cellar door, looks back. at the two men, 
then quickly moves toward the door. 

"YOU KNOW I WON'tT OPEN THE DOOR AGAIN. I MEAN IT." 

"WE CAN FIX THIS UP HERE. WITH YOUR HELP, WE COULD..." 
"YEAH. . .WELL I THINK YOU'RE BOTH NUTS... WITH MY HELP!..." 
(to Tom) "LET HIM GO, MAN, HIS MIND IS MADE UP, NOW LET HIM 
Go." | 
Harry looks for a moment, then lunges for the cellar door, 
opens it, and slams it behin" him.+.sounde of his footsteps 
going down the steps... 

(rushes to the doer) "HARRY, WE'D BE BETTER OFF UP HERE!" 
The truckdriver ties the broken fringe back onto the rifle, 
then begins to salsad the gun, replacing the spent shells. 
(shouting through the door) "HARRY, IF WE STICK TOGETHER, MAN, 


WE CAN FIX IT UP REAL GOOD... THERE ARE PLACES WE CAN RUN TO 
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UP HERE..." 


We hear sounds of Harry boarding up the door. The truckdriver 
straps the gun to his shoulder again, then turns and moves | 

toward the upstairs. In passing, his glance falls on Barbara; 
he steps backward off the stele and looks at aes The kadio 


has taken up again with the monotonous recorded message. 


"HARRY...WE!D BE BETTER OFF IF ALL THREE OF US WAS WORKIN? 
TOGETHER... 

(sounds of Harry!s barracading) 

"WE'LL LET YOU HAVE FOOD WHEN YOU NEED IT..." (he glances 


warily at the truckdriver, half-expecting reprisal for this) 
",..AND IF WE KNOCK: THOSE THINGS MIGHT BE CHASIN! US, AND YOU 
CAN LET US. IN..." E 
Barricading sounds stop. Footsteps can be heard as Harry walks 
d@wn the cellar steps. Tom listens awhile, then TRER N 


disappointed and worried about the lack of Harry's efforts in 


. the defensive measures that must lie ahead. 


The truckdriver is with Barbara, stooping beside her chair; 
she stares into an unseeing void. The big man softens at seeing 


her. 


"HEY...HEY, HONEY." 


He brushes her hair back from her eyes. Tears well up and it 


almost seems as though she might acknowledge his tenderness, 
but she does not. The man feels very sorrowful, almost as he 
would feel for his child when it was very sick. He massages 


his forehead and eyes, tired from fear and exertion of the past 


hours. He bends to cover the girl with a coat that he had 
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brought from the den, then steps away and feeds the fire, and 
stirs it to keep the blaze good and warm; ‘his primary concern 
in this effort is for the girl. Behind him, Tom walks up; 
truckdriver senses his presence... 

"HE!S WRONG, MN." | 

Tom. is silent. 

"I AIN'T BOXIN! MYSELF IN DOWN THERE NOWHOW." (he finishes 
with the fire and rises to go upstairs, to continue his work 
there) “WE MIGHT BE HERE SEVERAL DAYS... WE'LL GET IT FIXED 
UP...HE!LL COME UP...HE AIN!T GONNA STAY DOWN THERE VERY LONG 
e. HEILL WANTA SEE WHAT'S GOIN! ON...OR MAYBE IF WE GET A CHANCE 
TO GET OUT...HE'LL COME UP." 


He turns and goes up the stairs..... 


* * ‘ * 
The cellar, with its stark grey walls and dusty clutter, seems 
cold and damp. Cardboard cartons tied with cord and a hanging 
grid of pipe-work all look dirty in the subdued light of bare 
light bulbs. The cartons take up much of the space; they vary 
in size from grocery boxes with faded brand names to large 
packing crates that might have contained furniture, The wash- 


ing machine, an old roller type, sits off in a corner of the 


_ cellar near a makeshift shower stall. Lines for drying clothes 


are strung over the pipe-work so low that Harry has to duck 


under them as he walks from the stairs to the other side of the 


confining quarters. 


There are stationary tubs and an old metallic cabinet against 


one of the walls. Harry's wife, Helen, is at the faucet over | 
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the tubs, wetting a cloth with cold water. She looks up as 
Harry enters, but is more interested in what she is doing at 
the moment; she wrings out the cloth and takes it to where a 
young boy, their son, lies Sone atop a EEE 
table. On a peg-board above the table are hanging tools and 
cabl.es, and built into the table itself are drawers that pro- 
bably contain smaller tools, screws and bolts, washers, etc. 
The woman moves a little stiffly in the coolness of the cellar; 


she is wearing a dress and s “ater, while a warmer coat is 


-spread on the table under the boy, its sides flopped up and 


HELEN: 
HARRY: 
HELEN: 


HARRY ar 


HARRY: 


over him, covering his legs and chest. The woman bends over 
her son and wipes his head with the cool cloth. 
Harry quietly walks up behind her. She concentrates on carin 
for the boy, pulls the coat aore securely around him. 

(not looking up) "HE HAS A BAD FEVER." 

"THERE'S TWO MORE PEOPLE UPSTAIRS." 

(still primarily concerned with the boy's comfort) "TWO?" 
YYEAH..." (a long pause, then half-defensively) "I WASN!T 
ABOUT TO TAKE ANY UNNECESSARY CHANCES." 
Helen is silent. 

"HOW DID WE KNOW WHAT WAS GOING ON UP THERE?" 
Harry nervously reaches to his breast påcket for a cigarette. 
He produces an empty pack and, seeing that it is empty, 
crumples it in his hand and pitches it to the floor. He steps 
over to the. work table where there isuanother pack, snatches 


it up, and it too is empty -- with the same crumpling action, 


-he discards this pack, violently this time, the action spinning 
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him into a position facing his wife and boy. She continues to 
quietly swab the boy's forehead. Harry stares at them for a 
moment, 

"DOES HE SEEM TO BE ALL RIGHT?" 

Helen is silent. The boy is motionless. He is sweating to 
the point where beads of sweat are formed all over his face. 
Harry waits and, seeing no answer forthcoming, changes the 
subject. | 

"THEY'RE ALL STAYING UPSTAIRS...IDIOTS. WE SHOULD STICK TO_ 
GETHER...IT!S SAFEST DOWN HERE..." 

He goes to his wife's purse and rummages through its contents; 
he pulls out a pack of cigarettes, rips the pack open, and 
fumbles for a cigarette.. He lights it and drags in the first 
puff deeply; it makes him cough slightly. 

"THEY DON'T STAND A CHANCE UP THERE... THEY CANIT HOLD THOSE 
THINGS OFF FOREVER...THERE'S TOO MANY WAYS THEY CAN GET INTO 
THE HOUSE UP THERE." 

Helen remains silent, On the floor, next to the workbench, is 
a small transistor radio. Harrys glance falls on it and he 
stabs at it, scoops it up and clicks it on. 

“THEY HAD A RADIO ON UPSTAIRS...MUST!VE BEEN CIVIL DEFENSE OR 
s.. I THINK IT'S NOT JUST US, THIS THING IS HAPPENING ALL OVER." 
The radio picks up nothing but static. Harry plays with the 
tuning dial, listening anxiously, but across the receiving 
band the transistor just hisses. Harry holds the radio up and 


turns it into various positions, trying it for reception, spin- 


ing the tuner as he goes. Still nothing but. hiss. He walks 
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around the room with still no.- results. 

"THIS DAMNED THING..." 

Still just static. 

Helen stops wiping the boy's forehead and neatly folds the 
cloth, and drapes it over her son's brow. She gently places 
her hand on the boy's chest and looks over toward her husband. 
He moves impatiently around the cellar, his cigarette dangling 
from his lip, waving the little radio around in the air. The 
radio just emits static at varying levels. 

"HARRY. 4." 

He continues his fidgeting with the radio. He goes near the 
walls and ståirs, holding it high and still spinning the dial. 
"HARRY. ..THAT THING CAN!T PICK UP ANYTHING IN THIS STINKING 
DUNGEON!" 

Her rising tone of voice stops him; he turns and looks at her; 
about to cry, she brings her hands to her face. She bites 
her lip, and just stares at the floor. Looking at her, Harry 
lets his anger take hold of him, but he cannot think of words; 
his face twitches, his emotion searching for some vehicle or 


expression, until he pivots violently and flings the radio : 


across the room. 


(shouting) "I HATE YOU...RIGHT? I HATE THE KID? I WANNA SEE 
YOU DIE HERE, RIGHT? IN THIS STINKING PLACE. MY GOD, HELEN, 
DO YOU REALIZE WHÅT!S HAPPENING? THOSE THINGS ARE ALL OVER 
THE PLACE. ..THEY!LL KILL’ US ALL... I ENJOY WATCHING MY KID 
SUFFER LIKE THIS? I ENJOY SEEING ALL THIS HAPPEN?" 


Helents head jerks toward him. She looks at him with what is _ 
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almost vengeance. 

"HE NEEDS HELP...HE NEEDS A DOCTOR. :.HE!'S...HE!S GONNA MAYBE 
DIE HERE...WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE, HARRY. WE HAVE TO." 
"OH, YEAH...LET!S JUST WALK OUT. WE CAN PACK UP RIGHT NOW AND 
GET READY TO GO, AND I!LL JUST SAY TO THOSE THINGS, tEXCUSE ME 
ee «MY WIFE AND KID ARE UNCOMFORTABLE HERE... WERE GOIN! INTO 
TOWN. FOR GOD'S SAKE...THERE!S MAYBE TWENTY OF THOSE THINGS 
OUT THERE. AND THERE'S MORE EVERY MINUTE..." 

"THERE!S PEOPLE UPSTAIRS. WE SHOULD STICK TOGETHER YOU SAID. 
ARE WE FIGHTING WITH THEM? UPSTAIRS, DOWNSTAIRS...WHAT?S THE 
DIFFERENCE? MAYPE THEY CAN HELP US. LET'S GET OUT OF HERE... 
LET'S GO UPSTAIRS...LET!S DO SOMETHING. . «LET!S GET OUT OF HERE!.. 
A potnding sound interrupts her. They listen. The sound is 
coming from the door, at the top of the stairs. 

"HARRY!" (from outside the door) 

More pounding. Harry just stares up at the door, and does 

not answer the call. Tears well in Helents eyes. More pound- 
ing. Helen looks at Harry. When he does not respond, she gets 
up and goes for the stairs. 

"YES...YES, TOM!" 

Harry, running after her, grabs her shoulders from behind and 
stops her. 

"HARRY... HARRY... ITIS TOM RYAN." 

(through the door) . "HARRY... WE GOT FOOD, AND SOME MEDICINE 
AND THINGS FROM UP HERE..." | 

Harry stares up at the door speechlessly. 


WTHERE?S GONNA BE A THING ON THE RADIO...IN TEN MINUTES, HARRY 
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eeeA CIVIL DEFENSE THING...TO TELL US WHAT TO DO." 


(looking up at the door, shouts) "WE'RE COMING UP! WEILL BE 


UP IN A MINUTE!" 


"YOU'RE OUT OF YOUR MIND, HELEN. ALL IT TAKES IS A MINUTE... 
THOSE THINGS GET IN UP THERE AND IT?S TOO LATE TO CHANGE YOUR 
MIND...DON!T YOU SEE THAT?...CAN!T YOU SEE THAT WE'RE SAFE AS 
LONG AS WE KEEP THAT DOOR SEALED UP?" 

"I DON'T GIVE A DAMN! I DON'T GARE, HARRY...I DON?T CARE ANY- 
MORE...» I WANT TO GET OUT OF HERE...GO UPSTAIRS...SEE IF SOME- 
ONE WILL HELP US...MAYBE KEVIN WILL BE OKAY..." 

Her shouting stops and she takes control of herself. She 
steps toward Harry and speaks in a calmer tone, almost pleading. 
"HARRY. . . PLEASE... «FOR JUST A MINUTE...WE'LL GO UP AND SEE 
WHAT'S UP THERE...WE!LL HEAR THE RADIO, AND MAYBE WE CAN FIGURE 
SOME WAY TO GET OUT OF HERE...MAYBE WITH ALL OF US WE CAN MAKE 
IT, HARRY." 

Harry, his adamancy weakening somewhat, takes the cigarette 
from his mouth, exhaling the last puff, and drops it to the 
floor. He A it out with his foot; the smoke comes in a 
long stream through his pursed lips. 

Startlingly, Tom's voice penetrates again. 

"HARRY! .. «HEY, HARRY!...BEN FOUND A TELEVISION UPSTAIRS! COME 
ON UP...WE'LL SEE THE CIVIL DEFENSE BROADCAST ON Tv... 
(soothingly, to Harry, her tone en attempt to relieve the onus 
Harry must feel in going against his original decision) ‘COME 
ON. e LETIS GO UP...THERE'LL BE SOMETHING ON TV THAT TELLS US 


WHAT TO DO.. YOU CAN TELL THEM I WANTED TO COME UP..." 
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(acquiescing, but with stolid misgivings, his eyes fasten on h 
héri he prorounces his words with what is almost menace) "ALL 
RIGHT... THIS IS YOUR DECISION...WE'LL GO UP...BUT DON'T BLAME 
ME IF WE ALL GETR KILLED..." 

Her eyes fall away from his, and she leads as they go up the 
stairs. The cellar door swings open. Helen and Harry step 
into the hallway. Faltering, they peer through the entrance- 
way into the living-roon. Harry, standing behind his wife, is 
hostile---partially due to anger with himself because he has 
renegued on his dead about the cellar. Helen, too, is 
over-wrought, due to the emotional effect of the recent argument 
and to the fact that she is about to meet strange people in an 
anxious circumstance. E eet 

But only Tom and Barbara ave in the living-room, and Barbara, 


overcome with nexvous exhaustion, is sleeping fitfully on the 


“couch. 


"WE CAN SEE THE BROADCAST, I THINK...IF THE TV WORKS. I HAVE 
TO GO HELP BEN. 

Helen has gone immediatcly to Barbara, looks down at her 
sympathetically, brushes back her hair and pulls’ the overcoat 
around her shoulders. 

"POOR THING... SiE MUST EAVE BEEN THROUGH A LOT." 

Barry, during these moments, has been flitting anxiously all 


over the house...fzom door to window to kitchen to li¥ingQroom 


eeeechecking out the actual degree of security and worrpigg 


about. imminence of attack at any second. 


(to Helen) "I THINK HER BROTHER WAS KILLED OUT THERE." 
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(yellivz, somewhst peeved. irom upstairs) "TOMI... HEY, TOM! 
AN Sul: GONNA GIVE ME A 1:09 NITH THIS THING?" 

Mp castles, aware of his procrastination, and bolts for the 
upstairs to help Ben. Harry, pausing momentarily in his anxiety 
comes over to where his wife is looking after Barbara. 

"HER BROTHER WAS KILLED..." 

"THIS PLACE IS RIDICULOUS---THERE!S A MILLION WEAK SPOTS UP 
HERE,“ 

(We hear sounds from upstairs of Tom and Ben struggling with 
the television set, They are making their way down the steps.) 
"I DON?T CARE...THERE!S PEOPLE UP HERE. WHY DON'T YOU DO SM3- 
THING TO HELP SOMEBODY?" 

Harry, not really hearing her, is Staring once more into the 
gloom akitii 

"I CAN'T SEE A DAMN THING OUT THERE! THERE COULD BE FIFTY- 
MILLION OF THOSE THINGS, I CAN'T SEE A THING-~-THAT!S HOW MUCH 
GOOD THESE WINDOWS DO US..." 

The truckdriver, who with Tom has reached the landing with the 
heavy television set; has heard the last part of Harry's re- 
mark; he glowers even as he moves with his end of the burden, 
but says nothing, as he and Tom gingerly deposit the TV in the 
center of the room. They hunt for an outlet, find it, chew 
slide and walk the set until the cord is close enough to be 
plugged in. Ben kneels behind the set to plug in the cord. 
"WAKE THAT GIRL UP. IF THERE'S GOING TO BE A THING ON THE 


TUBE, SHE MIGHT AS WELL KNOW WHERE SHE STANDS. I DON?T WANT 


ANYBODY'S LIFE ON MY HANDS." 
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ORARKYS...STOP ACEI I. ra . stlTLD TT 

(on his feet, finished with plugging in the set) "I DON'T 
WANT TO HEAR ANYMORE FROM YOU, MISTER. IF YOU STAY UP HERE, 
YOU'LL TAKE YOUR CRDERS FROM ME...AND THAT INCLUDES LEAVING 
THAT GIRL ALONE. SHE NEEDS REST...SHE!S JUST ABOUT OUT OF HER 
HEAD AS IT IS NOW...NOW WEtRE JUST GOING To LET HER SLEEP IT 
OFF. AND NOBODY'S GOING TO TOUCH HER UNLESS I SAY SO..." 

Ben stares Harry down for a moment, to ascertain that he is 

at least temporarily Silenced; then his hand plunges immediate- 
ly to the television Set. He snaps it on, the occupants of 

the room jockey for vantake points, and there are a baited few 
seconds of dead silence as they all wait to see if the set will 


actually warm up. All eyes are on the tube. A hiss begins, 


increases in volume, Ben cranks the volume all the way. A 


glowing band appears and spreads, filling the screen, 

NITIS ON... ITIS ON!" 

There are murmurs of excitement and anticipation---but the 

tube shows nothing. No picture, no sound. Just the glow and 
hiss of the tube. Ben's hand races the tuning dial through 

the clicks of the various Stations, 

"PLAY WITH THE RABBIT-EARS...WE SHOULD BE ABLE TO GET SOMETHING," 
Ben fusses with horizontal and vertical, with brightness and 


contrast. On one station, he finally gets sound; he adjusts 


the volume; the picture tumbles; he plays with it and finally 


brings it in, Full-ecreen is a commentator, in the middle of 


a news rePporte.ese 


(The people in the room settle back to listen, During the 
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telecast, ib. ro ang GP “2 and reactions, but these 
responses are sporacic ans infrequent. Predominant mood of 
all ievsived is to learn as much as possible from the telecast.) 


"..+«ÅSSKEN LITTLE CREDIBILITY TO THE THEORY THAT THIS ONSLOUGHT 


-IS A PRODUCT OF MASS HYSTERIA, AUTHORITIES ADVISE UTMOST 


CAUTION UNTIL THE MENACE CAN BE BROUGHT UNDER ABSOLUTE CONTROL. 
EYEWITNESS ACCOUNTS HAVE BEEN INVESTIGATED AND DOCUMENTED. 
CORPSES OF VANQUISHED AGGRESSORS ARE PRESENTLY BEING EXAMINED 

BY MEDICAL PATHOLOGISTS, BUT AUTOPSY EFFORTS HAVE BEEN HAMPERED 
BY THE MUTILATED CONDITION OF THESE CORPSES," 

"SECURITY MEASURES INSTITUTED IN METROPOLITAN AREAS INCLUDE 
ENFORCED CURFEWS AND SAFETY PATROLS BY ARMED PERSONNEL. CITIZENS 
ARE URGED TO REMAIN IN THEIR HOMES. THOSE WHO IGNORE THIS KERNS. 


ING EXPOSE THEMSELVES TO INTENSE DANGER -~--~ FROM THE AGRESS- 
ORS THEMSELVES, AND- FROM ARMED CITIZENRY...WHOSE IMPULSE MAY 


BE TO SHOOT FIRST AND ASK QUESTIONS LATER. 


"RURAL OR OTHERWISE. ISOLATED DWELLINGS HAVE MOST FREQUENTLY 


BEEN THE OBJECTIVE OF FRENZIED, CONCERTED ATTACK. ISOLATED 


FAMILIES ARE IN EXTREME DANGER. ESCAPE ATTEMPTS SHOULD BE MADE 


IN HEAVILY-ARMED GROUPS, AND BY MOTOR VEHICLE IF POSSIBLE, AP- 
PRAISE YOUR SITUATION CAREFULLY BEFORE DECIDING UPON AN ESCAPE 
TACTIC. FIRE IS AN EFFECTIVE WEAPON; THESE BEINGS ARE HIGHLY 
FLAMMABLE, 

"ESCAPE GROUPS SHOULD STRIKE OUT FOR THE NEAREST URBAN COMMUNITY. 
MANNED DEFENSE OUTPOSTS HAVE BEEN ESTABLISHED ON MAJOR ARTERIES 
LEADING INTO ALL COMMUNITIES. THESE OUTPOSTS ARE EQUIPPED TO 


DEFEND REFUGEES AND TO OFFER MEDICAL AND SURGICAL ASSISTANSE. 
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MPOLICE AND Vas AGT Len. 33s on Z PROCESS OF COMBING 
RENOTE AREAS IN SEARCH AND DESTROY MISSIONS AGAINST ALL 
«08535 +. THESE PATROLS ARE ATTEMPTING TO EVACUATE ISOLATED 


FAMILIES. BUT RESCUE EFFORTS ARE PROCEEDING SLOWLY, DUE TO 

THE INCREASED DANGER OF NIGHTFALL AND THE SHEER ENORET 17 75 
TASK. 

"RESCUE, FOR THOSE IN ISOLATED CIRCUMSTANCES, IS HIGHLY UNDF”:.:! 
DABLE. YOU SHOULD NOT WAIT FOR A RESCUE PARTY UNLESS THERE S 
NO POSSIBILITY OF ESCAPE. IF YOU ARE FEW AGAINST MANY, YCu 
WILL ALMOST CERTAINLY BE OVERCOME. THE AGRESSORS ARE IRRATIONAL 
AND DEMENTED. THEIR SOLE URGE IS THE QUEST FOR HUMAN FLESH. 
"SHERIFF CONAN W. MCCLELLAND, OF THE COUNTY DEPARTMENT OF PUBLIC 
PROTECTION, WAS INTERVIEWED }JNUTES AFTER HE AND HIS VIGILANTE 
PATROL HAD VANQUESHED SEVERAL OF THE AGGRESSORS. WE BRING YOU 
NOW THE RESULTS OF THAT INTERVIEW." 

(Fade and segue to video-tape interview.) 

Open on wide shot. A night scene. Dense woods. Posted guards 
fa tntate the periphery of a small clearing. Sporacic gunfire 
can be heard in the distance. Some of the men smoke; some talk 
in groups. fhe area is illumined by a large bonfire. Sheriff 
McClelland is the focal figure, MCU, so that as he talks we 
catch glimpses of activity in the background, He is shout ing 
commands, supervising defense measures and the børn le of the 
bodies, at the same time trying to answer reporter's questions. 
We cut or zoom closer. McClelland is pacing around, not stray- 
ine too far, because a lovelier microphone is banging on a : 


‘cord around his neck. The crackle of the bonfire, the shouts 









aan be constantly heard behind 
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his commentary. As he talks, he Frequently tirai away, his 
primary concern being his efforts in dealing with the aggressors 
and controlling his search party. 

(taking up with a previously-asked question) "... YEAH... WELL, 
THI§ IS ROUGH COUNTRY FOR AN...EVENING HIKE..." (he smiles) 
",...BUT THINGS AIN'T GOING TOO BABLY. THE MEN ARE TAKING IT 
PRETTY WELL. WE KILLED NINETEEN OF tEM TODAY, RIGHT AROUND 

THIS GENERAL AREA. THESE LAST THREE WE FOUND TRYING TO CLAW 
THEIR WAY INTO AN ABANDONED MINE SHED...NOBODY IN THERE... 


BUT THESE THINGS JUST POUNDING AND CLAWING, TRYING TO BUST THEIR 
WAY IN...IT*S FUNNY IN Å WAY...MUST!VE THOUGHT THERE WAS PEOPLE 


IN THERE...WE HEARD THE RACKET AND CAME AND BLASTED THEM DOWN. ." 
"WHAT'S YOUR OPINION, THEN? CAN WE DEFEAT THESE THINGS? 
"THERE AIN'T NO PROBLEM...ONLY PROBLEM IS WHETHER WE CAN GET 
TO 'EM BEFORE THEY KILL OFF ALL THESE PEOPLE. BUT ME AND MY 
MEN CAN HANDLE ‘EM OKAY...WE AIN'T LOST NOBODY, OR SUFFERED 
ANY CASUALTIES. ALL YOU GOTTA DO IS SHOOT FOR THE EYES. YOU 
CAN TELL ANYBODY OUT THERE...ALL YOU GOTTA DO IS DRAW Å SHARP 
BEAD AND SHOOT FOR THE EYES.,.OR BRAT 'EN DOWN !N! LOP THEIR 
HEADS OFF..." 

"THEN I'D HAVE A DECENT CHANCB...EVZN IF I WAS SURROUNDED BY 
TWO OR THREE OF THEM? 

"IF YOU HAD YOURSELF A CLUB..,:JR A GOOD TORCH...YOU COULD HOLD 
'EM OFF OR BURN !EM TO DEATH. THEY CATCH FIRE LIKE NOTHIN’... 
GO UP LIKE WAXPAPER...BUT THE BEST “HING IS TO SHOOT FOR THE 


EYES...DON!T WAIT FOR US TO RESJUE YNU...CAUSE IF THEY GET YOU 


— TOO FAR OUTNUMBERED YOU'VE HAD (T...WE'RE DOIN! OUR BEST...BUT 
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WE ONLY GOT SO "ANY MEN av A ENOL? LOT OF OPEN COUNTRY TO 
COMB..." 

"BUT YOU THINK YOU CAN BRING THINGS UNDER CONTROL?" 

"WE GOT THINGS IN OUR FAVOR NOW. IT'S ONLY A QUESTION OF TIME. 
WE AIN'T FOR CERTAIN HOW MANY THERE ARE OF THEM THINGS...BUT 

WE KNOW THAT WHEN WE FIND tEM WE'RE ABLE TO KILL 'EM. SO 17:33 
A MATTER OF TIME...THEY'RE WEAK...BUT THERE!S PRETTY MANY OF 
'EM...DON'T WAIT FOR NO RESCUE PARTY. ARM YOURSELF TO THE 
TEETH, GET TOGETHER IN A GROUP, AND TRY AND MAKE IT TO A RESCUE 
STATION...THAT*S THE BEST WAY...BUT IF YOU'RE ALONE YOU GOT TO 
SET STOCKSTILL AND WAIT FOR HELP...AND WE'LL TRY LIKE HELL TO 
GET THERE BEFORE THEY DO..." 


(Scene fades, segues back to live announcer) 


. (emphasizing his point, even as scene fades out): 


TELL 'EM TO SHOOT FOR THE EYES...THAT'LL STOP THESE BOJOBBERS! 
YOU HAVE HEARD SHERIFF CONAN VW. MCCLELLAND, OF THE COUNTY 
DEPARTMENT OF PUBLIC PROTECTION. THIS IS YOUR CIVIL DEFENSE 
EMERGENCY NETWORK, WITH REPORTS EVERY HOUR ON THE HOUR, FOR 
THE DURATION OF THIS EMERGENCY. REMAIN IN YOUR HOMES. KEEP 
ALL DOORS AND WINDOWS LOCKED. DO NOT UNDER ANY CIRC... 

Ben reaches over and clicks off the television. 

WHY'D YOU CLICK IT OFF FOR? 

THE MAN SAID THEY ONLY COME ON EVERY HOUR... WE HEARD ALL WE 
NEED TO KNOW. WE GOTTA GET OUT OF HERE. 

HE SAID THE RESUCE STATIONS HAVE DOCTORS AND MEDICAL SUPPLIES... 
IF WE COULD GET THERE, THEY COULD HELP TIMMY. 


(scoffing): HOW? RE WE GONNA BUST OUTTA HERE? WE GOT A SICK 


BOY, THO. WOMEN... ONE OF 'EM OUTTA HER HEAD---AND_ THREE 





THEM THINGS OUTSIDE. . 
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TOM: WILLIAR ` IN wR Å CHECKPOINT 





THERE. ..ABOUT SEVENTEEN MILES FROM HERE. 

BEN: (Excited) YOU FROM HERE... YOU KNOW THIS AREA? 

TOM: YEAH... I WAS WORKIN! IN THE CEMETgRY ACROSS THE ROAD... I'M 
THE CARETAKER... TWO OF THEM THINGS ATTACKED ME AND I 
HIGHTAILED IT OVER HERE... FOUND EVERYBODY WIPED OUT... 

NOT TOO LONG AFTER, THESE OTHER PEOPLE FOUGHT THEIR WAY iN 


HERE... I WAS SCARED BUT I OPENED THE BASEMENT DOOR AND LET 


BARBARA? (Unbeknowns to everybody else, has been sitting up, listening; 
now she Kaas, startling them and gathering their attention) 
YOU WORK IN THE CEMETERY... MY BROTHER IS OVER THERE. (She 
has come down from her hysteria, but is very weak) 
| @ HELEN: YOU POOR THING... (Rushes to Barbara, datoria) “MY BOY IS 
HURT T00... WE HAVE TO GET TO Å RESCUE STATION... THE TELEVISION 
TOLD US... WE HAVE TO TRY AND ESCAPE. 
HARRY: WELL, I THINK WE OUGHT TO STICK RIGHT HERE... AND WAIT FOR 
Å RESCUE PARTY. HE SAID IF YOU'RE FEW AGAINST MANY vou DON'T - 
HAVE A CHANCE... WE CAN'T TRAMP SEVENTEEN MILES THROUGH THOSE 
THINGS... 
BEN: WE AIN'T GOT TO TRAMP, MY TRUCK!S RIGHT OUTSIDE THE DOOR. 
This stops Harry. There is a moment of silence, 
BEN: ...BUT I'M JUST ABOUT OUT OF GAS... THERE'S A PUMP NEAR THE 
SHED OUTSIDE, BUT IT'S LOCKED. | 
TOM: (Becoming more enthused, seeing possibilities) THE KEY 


OUGHT TO BE AROUND SOMEWHERE... THERE'S A BIG KEY-RING IN 





THE BASEMENT... 


HARRY: (Jumps up) I'M GONNA GO LOOK «++ THE KEYS ARE LABELED (He 





bolts f 
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(Pressing) IS THERE A FRUIT-CELLAR? 
YEAH... WHY? 

WE'RE GONNA NEED LOTS OF JARS... WE CAN MAKE MOLOTOV COCKTAILS.. 

SCARE THOSE THINGS BACK... THEN FIGHT OUR WAY TO THE PUMP 

AND GAS UP THE TRUCK. 

WE'RE GONNA NEED KEROSENE. THERE'S A JUG OF THAT IN THE 
BASEMENT TOO. 

Barbara and I can help. We can rip up sheets and things. 
(Clomps up from the cellar) HERE'S THE KEY-RING. THE PUMP 

KEY IS MARKED WITH A PIECE OF TAPE. 

GOOD... THAT SETTLES THAT QUESTION... BUT WE SHOULD TAKE A 

CROWBAR ANYWAY... IN CASE THE KEY DOESN'T WORK. THE CROWBAR 
CAN DOUBLE AS A WEAPON FOR WHOEVER GOES WITH ME. BUT I DON't 
WANT TO GET ALL THE WAY OUT THERE AND FIND OUT THE PUMP WON'T 
OPEN... 

I'LL GO... YOU AND ME CAN FIGHT OUR WAY TO THE PUMP... ‘THE WOMEN 
CAN STAY IN THE CELLAR AND TAKE CARE OF THE KID. WE SHOULD 

HAVE A ‘STRETCHER... BARBARA AND HELEN CAN DO THAT... 

HARRY, YOU'RE GONNA HAVE TO GUARD THE UPSTAIRS. ONCE WE 

UNBOARD THE DOOR, THOSE THINGS CAN GET IN HERE EASY. BUT 

ME AND TOM HAVE TO GET IN, TOO, AFTER WE GET BACK HERE WITH 

THE TRUC. > JIVE GOT TO GUARD THE DOOR, AND UNLOCK IT FOR 

l * SWAY. THEN WE'LL BOARD IT UP FAST AS WE CAN, "CAUSE 


l10i4 :INGS ARE GONNA COME FAST ON OUR HEELS... IF WE DON'T. 


— GET BACK, WELL THEN YOU'LL BE ABLE TO SEE FROM UPSTAIRS, AND 





DOOR AGAIN AND GO TO THE BASEMENT... YOU — 
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VÅT fedd ete tt GIN GØET FOR a RESTO PARTY. 
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HARRY: i WANT THE GUN, «HEN. ‘Its THE BEST THING FOR ME TO USE. 
YOU'RE NOT GOING TO HAVE TIME TO STOP AND AIM. 
«Adamant ly) I'M KEEPING THIS GUN... NOBODY ELSE LAYS A HAND 
ON IT... I FOUND IT AND IT'S MINE. 
HARRY: YOU DON'T CARE WHAT HAPPENS TO US... HOW DO WE KNOW YOU AND 
TOM WON'T JUST TAKE THE TRUCK AND CUT OUT? | 
`- BEN: (Glowering, with controlled anger) THAT'S THE CHANCE YOU HAVE 
TO TAKE. IF WE CUT OUT, YOU'LL HAVE YOUR GODDAMN BASEMENT. 
LIKE YOU'VE BEEN CRYING ABOUT ALL ALONG. 
HELEN: WE!RE GOING TO DIE HERE... IF WE DON'T ALL WORK TOGETHER. 
BARBARA: MY BROTHER'S OUT THERE... MAYBE WE CAN GET HIM AND BRING HIM 
BACK. HE!S JUST WOUNDED... HEILL BE OKAY... 
HELEN: (Understanding) THAT'S OKAY, HONEY... WE'LL BE ALL RIGHT... 
MAYBE YOUR BROTHER WILL BE, TOO... 
BEN: LET!S GET BUSY. WE'VE GOT A LOT TO DO, IF WE'RE GONNA BUST 


OUT OF HERE. 


He is on his feet, taking command. We fade out of the scene... 
HPM — Tom d JUDY STEKE | 
| ... Fade into new scene, completion of escape preparations. 

Tom is pouring kerosene into fruit jars; Helen is dipping 
twisted rag fuses TE in the bottom of a dish. Barbara 
comes from the kitchen with more jars; drying them on the outside 


the table. She and Helen begin working the 


` soaked fuses through holes which Tom has cut iu che 


Ge 
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tren isa crude stretcher, 
made of broomsticks and torn sheets, this presumably for the 
wounded boy, Timmy. The television is off, but the radio drones 
lowly, repeating the recorded message... The radio is on as a 
monitor only, that they may work and still keep up with news 
that may affect their situation. | 
I DON'T KNOW WHAT TO THINK ABOUT MY BROTHER... WE HAVE TO GET 
OUT OF HERE... MAYBE WE'LL FIND HIM IN WILLIARD... MAYBE HE WAS 


ABLE TO CRAWL TO THE CAR... AND GET AWAY... 
WE HAVE TO THINK OF OURSELVES NOW... IT'3 HARD FOR YOU... BUT 
IT'S ALL WE CAN DO... MY BOY IS GETTING WORSE, TOO... I HAVE 


TO GET HIM TO A DOCTOR... ; 
(Coming over, checking the stretcher, making sure the makeshift 


straps will hold) BROOMSTICKS AND BELT-BUCKLES... AND OLD SHEET: 
IT SEEMS TO HOLD OKAY... I ALWAYS HATED THE BOYSCOUTS... 

IT'LL BE OKAY... IS THERE ANYTHING OPEN UPSTAIRS? 

SOME WINDOWS IN THE ROOMS. BEN IS §NFASTENING THE DOORS NOW. 
WE'LL THROW THE COCKTAILS FROM UPSTAIRS... JUST SPLASH THE 

WHOLE AREA WITH THEM... THAT SHOULD KEEP MOST OF THEM AWAY... 
WHILE WE MAKE A BREAK FOR THE TRUCK. 

WE'RE READY... HERE COMES BEN NOW... (Hears him coming down 


the stairs). 


Ben, the gun strapped around his back, is carrying a crowbar 
and claw-hammer. He walks around checking preparations, smiles 
at Barbara, glad to see she's a little better. 

THINGS ARE READY UP THERE. NOW ME AND TOM WILL UNBOARD THE 
FRONT DOOR... HARRY, YOU TAKE THE TWO WOMEN UPSTAIRS. CARRY 
stu 2 * TOKTAILS WITH YOU... SOON'S THE DOOR!S UNBARRED, 


4J:-- AT TO THROW THOSE THINGS ALL OVER THE PLACE.. MAKE SURE 


SNEV CATCH FIRE ee THEN THE WOMEN BUST DOWN HERE AND GET 





4 ort CELLAR. DON'T FORGET THE STRETCHER. .. WHEN WE HEAR YOUR 






cone Seas AN THE > 


ME AND TOH 'LL BE GONE. IT'LL BE UP TO 
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YOU, HARRY... YOUT.. GU.iA WATCH THIS DOOR... GOT YOURSELF 


A GOOD LENGTH OF PIPE? 


I HAVE A PITCHFORK. 


GOOD... OKAY. 

Tom and Ben go over to the door. The others gather fruitjars, 
etc., and sneak quietly to the unboarded room upstairs. Tom 
and Ben are left alone. Tom is soaking a tableleg in kerosene, 
ready to light it for use as a torch. 

They fall to work onike door... the painstaking work of 
very quietly undoing the barricade, They do not want to give 
alarm to the lurking things outside. With crowbar and claw- 
hammer, very carefully, both men working on each separate piece 
of lumber, they undo the barricade. Each nail-creak is a 
menace. They are alert to the constant danger. 

They finish, and watch, posting themselves anxiously by 
the door. Shadowy figures lurk in the dark outside. Tom and 
Ben wait for the molotov shower to begin... 

Å cry is heard, a window flies open, the first fiery blaze 
lights in the yard. More follow, some aimed for the creatures 
themselves. One of two catch fire... the others start to back 
away... the entire field is lit up... bombs shower from upstairs 
(Shouting, from upstairs, slamming the door to the room he was 
in) THAT'S ALL, BEN... RUN FOR IT! 


His voice echos, as Tom and Ben burst into the yard. They are 
armed with torches, and with the gun. They leap into the 
truck. Tom plunges a torch into the chest of an attacker, who 
immediately catches fire and goes down in a blaze, clutching 
the torch... 

The truck starts up, and careens, in a u-turn for the old 


shed. Attackers fall away as it starts out. Ben aims, fires 


several shots, most miss as the truck jounces toward the gas- 


one creature goes down, with part of 
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er EG +> fiont of the gas pump near 
tne old shed. Tom and Ben leap out. Attackers are starting to 
make their way to them from across the yard. Tom fumbles with 
the key to the locked fa: Ben shoves him back, hurriedly aims 
the gun, the gun fires, blowing the lock to pieces... gas spurts 
all over the place... creatures advance... gas still spurting, 


Tom crams the nozzle into the mouth of the gas-tank in the back 


of the truck. Ben crouches and levels off with his weapon... 
an approaching attacker goes down... but more are coming on... 
Tom's torch has inadvertently set fire to the doused truck... 
the flames begin to lick and spread... the attackers gather in 
force... ever closer... Tom leaps into the flaming truck, it 


skids and lurches across the yard ... Ben shouts, to no avail... 


the flaming truck speeds away, driven by the panicked Tom... 


several of the things are upon Ben... he thrashes and pounds 
them with torch and gun... i8noring Tom, he has to try and 
fight his way back to the house... 

From inside the house, the panicked and cowardly Harry has 
seen only pieces of the action. He has been dart ing back and 
forth from door to window, trying to see what has been happening 
outside... from his viewpoint, the escape attempt has met with 
total doom. He has seen the truck catch fire, driven away by 
Tom. Ben appears to be overwhelmed. 

Harry runs again to the door. He sees the truck, completely 
in flames, speeding away from the house, toward a small rise. 
Bacx to the kitchen window... Ben is about to be overcome.. 
things all around kim... E ? SE Ea BD 

| BET BEG ie wd 
Harry does not see, as Tom jumps from the burning truck 


to be siezed by attacking ghouls. The truck continues unmanned 


vus the fa~ vise... and explodes violently... the noise and 
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ST > POSE way nearer the hause, But 
Suel bouls are at the front door, trying to beat their 
way into the house. From inside, Harry is in SSG PLKS terror. 
He cannot hold out... all is lost... he panics and bolts for 
the cellar... 

But Ben has slugges his way through the attackers on the 
porch... he is pounding for admission at the front door. He 
turns, and with a powerful lunge, kicks the last attacker off 
the porch; in the rebound, he plows his Shoulder against the 
door; it crashes open, the lock broken, and Ben bursts through 
in time to catch Harry at the cellar door... but there is no 
time. Ben frantically turns to re-boarding the door. His eyes 
meet Harry's for an instant... then they both fall to work. 
They board up the door... they are temporarily safe... they. 
turn and look at each other, sweat streaming from each face... 
Harry knows what is coming... Ben!s fist crashes against Harry's 
face... he is driven back, one punch following another, until 
Ben corners him, clenching his lapels, against the wall... 
Ben's words spit out, each word pv... tuated by an additional 
slam of Harry against the wall... 


YOU... ROTTEN... NEXT... TIME... YOU TRY SOMETHING... LIKE THAT... 


I'LL KILL You... 


Ben slams him one final time, and he slides down the wall, crumples 


on the floor. His face is swollen; he is streaming blood. Ben 


is already at the cellar door... 


(pounding) COME ON UP! IT?S US... ITIS ALL OVER... TOM IS DEAD! 


Fade out. 
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rn “<Malllag are gathered in the i. 
living-room. Barvara and Helen are slumped on the sofa. 
Overwhelming mood of hopelessness and despair. Harry sulks in 
a corner, his head slung back, his face swollen; he is holding 
an ice-pack against his eye. His good eye follows Ben, who is 
pacing about the room; when Ben's pacing takes him to the | 
kitchen, or to some area out of Harry!s sight, the good eye 
nervously relaxes. Ben's movements make virtually the only 


sound; he is checking the defenses, by force of habit rather 


than hope; the rifle is slung on his back. For a long time, 
we dwell on the scene, on the absolute dejectedness of the 


prisoners within the barricaded house... Ben paces from door 


to kitchen to windew; he starts to go upstairs, stops, checks 


himself, goes to the door again... he locks at his watch... 
TEN MINUTES TO THREE... THERE!LL BE ANOTHER BROADCAST IN TEN 


MINUTES... 
Nobody says anything. Ben pulls back the curtain, his eyes 


grow suddenly wide; but he watches fora long moment ( WE SEE 
HIS VIEW OF THE OUTSIDE). There are many ghouls, lurking in 
the shadows of the hanging trees. Some of the things are in the 
open, much nearer the house than they dared come before. Remain 
of charred bodies are dimly apparent in various parts of the 


| ` 
jata 


vat Ben's «yis are Zi :tavrd on a more grisly scene; at the 
edge of the lawn, in the moonlight, several ghouls are devouring 
what was once Fonts; they rip and tear into aspects of his 
vU yere Ehoulish R biting into Tom!s arms and hands... 
Beo stacc-.. fascinated... and renset 

aa convulsive movement his fingers release the curtain; 


aces the others... beads of perspiration _ 
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per Sr «NE OF YOU LOOK OUT THERE... 


YOU WON'T LIKE WHAT YOU SEE... 


Harry's good eye fastens on Ben, watches him, satisfied and 


‘contemptuous te see the big man weaken. Ben moves fer the 


television, clicks it on. 

Barbara's scream pierces the room--- Ben leaps back from 

the television... she is on her feet, screaming, uncontrollably. 
WE'LL NEVER GET OUT OF HERE... NONE OF US!... WE'LL NEVER GET 
OUT OF HERE ALIVE! JOHNEEEE! JOHNEEE! ....OH!... OH... GOD... 
NONE OF US... NONE OF US... HELP... OH GOD... GOD...! 

Before anyone can move to her, she ¢hokes up as suddenly as she 
began, and slumps, sobbing violently, to the couch, her face 
buried in her hands. Helen tries to soothe her, but great sobs 
come wracking from deep within... she grows gradually gviet, 


the sobs diminish, but she remains slumped on the couch, her 


face covered with her hands. Helen covers her with the overcoat 


but the action seems futile, Barbara makes no movement whatsoeve 
Ben allows himself to sink very slowly into a chair in front 

of the TV. Harry's good eye goes from Barbara to Ben; his eye 

fastens on the gun, which Ben lowers butt first to the floor and 


leans across his legs. Ben threads his arm through the fringed 


sling, and maintains his grip on the forepiece. Harry watches. 


(Getting up, announces) I'M GOING TO THE CELLAR TO TAKE CARE 

OF TIMY. (She bends over, places her hand on Barbara) COME ON 

HONEY... COME AND TALK TO ME... IT'LL MAKE YOU FEEL BETTER... 
But Barbara makes no response. Helen turns and starts for 

the cellar door; she has to squeeze past Harry's chair. 

Flirt ively hid eye on Ben, Harry touches her and pulls her 


» watches Ben; she knows something is upe- 






towards him. She, to 


efore the TV; he is lost in thought, 
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his Er Car wE ph tata. Thije is nothing on the screen--- 
just a dull glow and low hiss c` -canning lines and seis. 
He has turned Eke set on too early. 
(Whispering, cautiously and quickly to Helen) I'VE GOT TO GET 
THAT GUN... WE CAN GO TO THE CELLAR... YOU HAVE TO HELP ME... 
He has let the ice-pack come away from his eye. We see its 
swollen, blackened condition--- and the desperation in his face. 
Ben still gazes at the TV. Worried about the possibility that 
Ben might catch them in the act, and not really sympathizing 
with Harry, Helen pulls away; but she leans her face to Harry's 
and whisper quickly... 
I'M NOT GOING TO HELP YOU... HAVEN!T YOU HAD ENOUGH... HE'D 
KILL US BOTH... 
She ode to the cellar, and on the way has to pass behind 
Ben's chair; she hesitates, her eyes fall on the gun; the sling. 
is wound around Ben's arm. We study her face; it is not clear 
whether she would have taken it or not. But she makes no attempt 
She opens the door and goes down into the cellar. Harry's eye 
follows her as she leaves. | 

As Helen reaches the bottom of the cellar stairs, she looks 
up, and her face shows startlement...a shaken smile... her son 
is sitting up, propped on his elbows, on the workbench table. 
She starts for him, but stops... there is something strange... 
his face turns slowly toward her... we see the ghoulish look in 
his hve e.. he is dead. He begins to rise slowly, terrifyingly, 
his features grotesque... the coer that was his blanket begins 


to fall away... his eyes stare through Helen... and beyond her... 






ses himself from the table... i 
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the entranceway to the 








Helen, t.o ‘Lae’, begins to back seas bean the cellar, 
her hand falls on a knife, her son creeps toward her... she 
moves a large packing crate, trying to bleck his path... trying 
to stave the confrontation... but she is too late... he springs. 
it appears as though the knife will be driven into her breast 

But, on the spring, we cut to the upstairs... where, simultan- 
eously, a scream pierces the room. An assault has begun, the 
things are EP to break into the house. They have gotten 
into the den... and are hammering at the barricaded door... the 
wails are starting to come apart... 

Ben is on his feet, trying to re-inforce the barricades; with 
hamner snd crowbar, he works furiously... | 
HARRY! HARRY! ... CIVE ME A HAND OVER HERE! 2 

Harry comes over, behind Ben, and instead of helping, rips 
the gun from “Ben's back. Holding the gun on Ben, Harry backs 


toward the cellar. Ben turns around, panicked, the things are 


breaking into the house... 
WHAT ARE YOU UP TO MAN... WE!VE GOT TO KEEP THOSE THINGS OUT! 


(Backing away) NOW WE'LL SEE WHO'S GOING TO SHOOT WHO... IIM 
GOING TO THE CELLAR... AND YOU CAN ROT UP HERE... YOU CRAZY 
BASTARD... | 

His hand goes behind him to o~~ ac cellar door... but at 


that moment the ghoulish Timmy leaps upon bis, wii a great 


.springing thud... Timmy is at Harry's throat. Ben is able to 


grab the gun... he levels off, trying to hit the kid... but a 


_ sudden wrench of the two struggling bodies... and Ben misses... 


Harry screams... a great clot of Ploca appears at kia chestia. 


clutching the wound, he begins to go downs >s he falls through 






lar stairs... he : reels, grabs the 
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banri=" =>. go Deler eo descend... we oce his view as he 
fails... reeling... head-first dowa che stoirs... 

Ben... meantime... has flung the kid, Timmy dk one heave 
against the wall... but things have broken into the house... 
everywhere, the barricades are coming apart. 

Barbara, with the hysteria of revenge, has flung herself into 
the attack, She smashes a chair against one agsrergor --- 

vide, She smashes and smashes it... on the floor... 
until there is nothing left of the chair... she cioa up, stiil 

im ug ig, fighting with Ben against the things that have come 
into va: mzae, 

fr . > cus they cannot hold out... the attack rages... 
they are overwhelmed... Ben grabs Barbara and pulls her after 

io tryed the oilers dis is lashing and swinging, beating 

E bear 
at an air -eis even as he drags her away... 

Bun fi tugs open the door to the cellar... and Helen is at his 
throat... ..c brings the gun up between their struggling bodies 
until the muzzle is against her throat, and squeezes the trigger. 
she is blown halfway across the room... Ben and Barbara run down 
the stairs... 

But Harry is sprawled in a pool of blood on the floor... he is 
dead... but beginning to rise... Ben pushed Barbara back... 
she turns tise head away... Ben raises the gun and we study his 
as three EE NET rip the room... Ben is almost glad 
to kill Harry... he turns to Barbara, breathing hard... she 
collapses against him, and begins to SoBe 
We hear faint pounding against the båret ted cellar door. 


- Jr opsats | Dave: get p ZANR sur 
ce oe JF 4 
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The serii is black. There are the sounds of birds... 
fainter sounds of dogs... human voices... Fade up quickly... 
sunrise... the morning after the siege. The sky is clear... 
the rising sun is bright and warm... there is dew on the high 
grass of a meadow. 

Men with dogs and guns are working their way up from the 
woods that surround the meadow. We do not see the posse at. 
first; we merely hear their sounds... shouts... muffled talk... 
panting and straining of dogs against leashes... Sheriff 
he Vel dand™s MO SBA. 

A few men, some with German Shepherds on leashes, finally 
come up out of the woods and onto the edge of the sunlit, dewy 


meadow. The wet grass has dampened the boots and trouser-legs 


mcfllelrans is perhaps the third man up from the surrounding 
thicket. He is a heavy man, moustached, brrathing hard because 
of his weight and the difficult job of leading the posse through 
the night. He is armed with shotgun and pistol, and a belt of 
ammunitien strung over his shoulder. He pauses, looks back 
into the woods, and mops perspiration from his brow with a 
balled-up dirty handkerchief... 
(Shouting back at the men still working their way toward the 
clearing) COME ON... LET*S STEP LIVELY NOW.. NEVER CAN TELL 
Wal WE'LL RUN INTO UP HERE... 
Er, TE a men just climbing out of the woods. The. man 


wears an improvised sweac-band, cerries a rifle and side-arm, 
and has a walkie-talkie strapped en biz balk. 
rov SBRPING In TOUCH WLIH THE SQUAD-UAKS, GEORGE? 
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(Breathing hard, adjusting the straps and burden across his back) 
YEAH... THEY KNOW WHERE WE ARE... THEY SHOULD BE INTERCE PTING 


US AT THE HOUSE... 


GOOD... THESE MEN IS DOG-TIRED... THEY CAN USE SOME REST AND 


` HOT COFFEE... (He looks back, to the men moving up from behind) 


COME ON, MEN (He shouts) LET'S PUSH ALONG, NOW... THE SQUAD. CARS 
"LL BE WAITING WITH COFFEE AND SANDWICHES AT THE HOUSE... 

The men push on across the field... 

Inside the house, Ben and Barbara have been dozing on chairs 
in the basement. Ben wales ebvuptly, thinging he has heard 


something; but he isntt sure... he sits up and listens more 


closely... from far off, there is the sound of a dog. Ben 


listens for a long time, but hears nothing more... | Å 
Outside, the meadow ag become the apis: ot a semetser, the 

one Barbara and John had come to with the flowers for their 

father. The-posse is advancing, threading its way among the 

grave-markers. A man finds John's selve) remains near the 

spot where he had fallen. Down a dirt road, and up a short 

grade, is Barbara's car, with the smashed window, 

LOOKS LIKE THIS GUY'S CAR... POOR FELLOW... NEVER HAD A CHANCE... 

The men pass through the cemetery, and over the wall, where 

several squad cars are waiting on the road, There are also one 


or two motorcycle pacrolmen. One of the men dismeunts and hails 


McCioltland, pe 


Heviviland advances and 2hakes henda, 3£997 arnile, mops his 


- brow 2gair. The men begin to catch up and regroup. The posse. 
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SURE GLAD TO SEE vou FELLAS, CHARLIE... WE BEEN AT IT ALL NIGHT.. 
BUT: I DON'T WANT TO BREAK !TIL WE GET TO THE HOUSE OVER THERE... 
WE MIGHT BE LOLLYGAGGIN! AROUND WHILE SOMEBODY NEEDS OUR HELP. 
WE'LL SEE FIRST, THEN STOP AND GET SOME COFFEE... 

ANYTHING YOU SAY, CONNIE... 

«e+ Inside the house, Ben has sneaked up to the top of the 
cellar stairs. He listens there, very intently, not wanting 

to open the door because Creatures may still be in the house, 
This time, for sure he hears gunshots... and mumbled sounds of 
what must be the voices of approaching men. There is even what 
sounds like a car engine... Ben bolts excitedly down the stairs. 
(Waking the girl) BARBARA... BARB... HER, HONEY... THERE!S 

MEN OUTSIDE... I CAN HEAR THEM... THEY MUST BE HERE TO RESCUE 


e 


US... 


Outside, we see the cause of the PRP The posse is flush- 
ing out ghouls from the pumphouse and surrounding area. The 
Squad cars have driven up. The posse is advancing across the 
lawn, guatdedly, toward the partially-destroyed old farmhouse, 
The men crouch and sneak up slowly, keeping their eyes fastened 


on the house... 


A loud sudden noise Stops them... they watch, stopped in their 


tracks, 
SKATT PDs OG vrs EOL Sees LIKE i TOLD YOU ES ONT.. ALWAYS 
Ali «GET FOR THE EYES... 

Inside, KEN z0 shoot or swing, ben ha: Zlamneu open the 
ccilar door. The force of his shoulder against the door has 
Cartied him into the living room... Nothing... Only the 


rarchackte and | destruct ion from the recent siege. He edges: 
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his way through the twisted wreckage and overturned furniture 
toward the front door. There is no light in the place. His 
hand finds what ia left of the used, He pulls it back and 
Starts to peer out... but ara shot rings out... Ben reels, 
driven back... a circle of blood on his forehead, right between 
his eyes... 

Barbara's scream is heard, from downstairs... simultaneously, 
McClelland shouts, his face €lushed with anger... 
DAMN IT, WHAT!D YOU SHOOT FOR? I TOLD YOU TO BE CAREFUL... 


THERE MIGHT BE PEOPLE IN THERE... 


NAW, THIS PLACE IS DEMOLISHED, THERE AIN'T NOBODY IN THERE... 
I'M SURE I HEARD A GIRL!S SCREAM... FROM THE BASEMENT, MAYBE... 
Several men have advanced to kick in the front door. They 
step back and peer cautiously inside. Their faces search the 

room... Å patch of sunlight from the opened door falls partially; 
on Ben. He is dead. The men look down at him, but step past 
him toward the cellar. They do not know he was a man. From 
the cellar, they hear muffled sobs. McClelland enters and 
begins to inch his way down the stairs. 
ANYBODY DOWN THERE? (He shouts) 

He draws his pistol, inches his way down the stairs. At 
the bottom, he confronts Barbara, sitting wide-eyed in a chair. 
McClelland raised his pistol, aims it for her head... but 
something stops him... a tear in her eye... ae lowers.the 
weapon... 
IT'S ALL RIGHT MEN... COME ON DOWN... IT'S JUST A GIRL DOWN 


HERE! 
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He goes to Barbara, bends over her, looks at her, begins to 


help her up... 


Closing scene, with titles and credits. Burning of hodies 

in the yard of the old house. Perhaps the burning of the house 
itself. In the background, against scene of McClelland draping 
his jacket around Barbara and bringing coffee to her lips, we 
see Ben's body an a stretcher, carried by two men... they lift 
it into the rear of a station-wagon... 

IT'S TOO BAD... AN ACCIDENT... THE ONLY LOSS WE HAD, THE WHOLE | 


NIGHT. 


Titles and Credits. 




















